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GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 

t 

A Sacred 

POEM, 

In Nine DIALOGUE S» 

Wherein the utmoft Power of 

NATURE, REASON, VIRTUE, 

AND THE* 

LIBERTY of the HUMAN WILL, 

To adminifier Comfort to the awakened ^nner» 
are impartially weighed and confidered; 

AND 

The Whole fubmitted to the ferious and candid P 
rufal of the Reverend Dr. Nowd of Oxford: t 
verend Dr. Adams of Shrew/bury: and the A 
Pictas Oxonienfis. 




By PHILANTHROPOS 









For ajmall momeni have I forfaken thee ; but with great mercies will 
I gather thee. In a .little wrath I hid my face from thee for a moment; 
hut with everlnfting kindnefs will I have mercy on thee ^ faith the Lord thy 
Redeemer. Ifaiah, liv. 7,8. 
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To the Rev. Mr. John Ryland of Northampton. 

Reverend Sir, 
T^HE care, (kill, and unwearied ardour with 
•*• which you purfuc that great, and impor- 
tant employment, the Education of Youth, in- 
duce you to attend to every method of iuflruc* 
tion, and carefully to explore every way of ac- 
cefs to the human Mind. 



It is therefore the higheft Reafon, and moft 
happy Difcernment, that determines you, while 
you are purfuing the cultivation and improve- 
ment of thofc noble intelligent Powers of the 
Soul, the Reafon, Underftanding, and Judg- 
ment, not to negleft the Imagination and Fan- 
cy ; thofc loofe and lower faculties of the Mind: 
for well you know, that if thefe unfettled Ro- 
vers, are not provided for, they are fure to 
feek out for themfelves, and will moft certainly 
introduce fuch a profufion of all kinds of vani- 
ty, as will engage the whole attention of the 
Mind; and in the end, run away with the 
nobler intelledual Powers; while they utterly 
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defeat the moft judicious, and beil contrived 

fyftem of Education. 

Thefe vagrant Powers of the Mind, in their 
natural, wild, and unculdvated ftate, are de- 
plorably fubverfive of every good, and advan- 
tageous purfuit ; yet when they are well direct- 
ed, and properly employed ; are the foundation 
of every improvement, they are the very ground* 
work, and materials which form every fine'ac- 
complifhment our nature is capable of acquir- 
. ing. 

Happy then, and moft exquifitely adapted to 
the great purpofe it purfues, is the management 
of that Tutor, who makes ufe of fuch forms 
of inftru6lion as catch thefe wanton Wanderers 

* 

unawares ; infenfibly enlift them in the fervice 
of fcience; and bring them in, as auxiliary Forces, 
in the caufe of Virtue, and Religion. 

Thefe confiderations determined me to hu- 
mour my inclination fo far, as to make you a 
prefent of this little Piece, in which the moft 
interefting, and important of all fubjeds, The 

Work 
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Work of God upon the Heart, is attempted in 
fuch a manner, as not to be unpleafing to the 
imagination. And when I further confider that 
this fubjed is the darling of your foul, and 
nothing delights you fo much, as to hear of 
the Triumphs of all-conquering Grace, and the 
Beauties, and Glories of our Incarnate God ; I 
am not without hopes, that the fubjed will 
plead fome excufe for the attempt, and you 
will approve the defign, though you wifli it 
had been executed by an abler pen, 

I moft fincerely deplore the lofs which this 
undertaking has fuftained by the death of the 
late Reverend, learned, and pious Mr. Hervey^ 
who approved the plan, and had promifed to 
revife and corre6l the work. Atthe fame lime 
I, with gratitude, recoiled the favourable re- 
gard you had for it in its infantftate, when 
you took the Manufcript with you on a vifit to 
that Gentleman, and by your intereft with him, 
procured the Enrichment of his Remarks, and 
Corrections fo far as it was then finifhcd, and 
his promife for the reft. 

I 
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I therefore am encouraged to hope, that your 
goodnefs will excufe the liberty I take, of put- 
ting my little Volume into your hands : and 
I gladly lay hold on this opportunity of pub- 
lilhing to the World, the (hare I have in your 
friendfhip and efteem ; of wifhing you the moft 
ample fuccefs in every branch of the two great 
Charatfters you fo mahifeftly adorn ; and tefti- 
fying the Senfe I have of the many Obligations 
you have laid upon. 



Dear Sir, 



Your moft obedient 






Humble Servant 



Phil ANTHROPOs. 




P RE F A C E. 



TH E Author of the following Poem was 
once a ftrenuous advocate for the Dignity, 
and Purity of human Nature ; and expeded to 
obtain the Divine Favour, by a cohformity to 
the rules of Natural Religion; but being brought 
under fome long and very fevere exercifes of the 
mind, and being in a wonderful, and gracious 
manner brought to the knowledge of Chrift, 
and the joys of his Salvation ; he thinks it his 
duty to give fome account of thefe things, and 
to bear his teftimony to the glorious Truths 
of that Gofpcl, which once was his averfioti ; 
but now the delight, and joy of his Soul. As 
he delights in poetical produdions, he hath at- 
tempted the fubjed in rhime : and being ad- 
vifed to publifh it by fome perfons of know- 
ledge and experience in the ways of God ; he 
fends it into the World, not wholly without 
hopes, that it may be made ufeful to perfons of 
fimilar experiences with his own ; and be a 
means of adminiftering comfort to the dejefted 
Soul/ And if, in the hands of the Great Re 
deemer, it is condufive to fo happy an end, he 
will neither repent the pains he hath taken in 
writing it, nor regard the cenfures that fall 
upon him from the proud and felf-fufficient 
part of Mankind. The Reader will foon per- 
ceive, that the fubjed hath been treated of by 
abler hands, and in a more copious, judicious, 

and 



( 8 ) 

and methodical manner. But it is not always 
the bcft performance that is attended with the 
greateft fuccefs. With equal luftre and glory 
our Immanuel reigns both in the Kingdom of 
Nature, and Grace ; and in each makes ufe of 
what inftruments he pleafes, and gives it to 
whomfoever he will. The weakeft means in 
his hands, may be produdive of great and lad- 
ing efFefts ; and on fo exhauftlefs a fubjeft as 
the Grace of God, there will always remain 
encouragement for a frefti attempt. However 
difgufting the following work may be to the 
carnal mind, it is humbly hoped that nothing 
is advanced that will give offence to any that 
know the Grace of God, and love the Lord 
Jefus Chrift in fincerity. Every thing is care- 
fully avoided that was fuppofed to have any 
fuch tendency. The unhappy divifions, and de- 
bates fubfifting amongft Chriftians, have more 
need of cooling, than inflaming applications. 
But whatever thofe debates and divifions are, 
it is hoped that all real Chriftians will unite in 
approving every thing that tends to difplay the 
perfections, and glories of the eternal Son of 
God ; to humble the haughty heart, and lay 
low the pride of Man, and to afcribe the whole 
of Salvation to God, and the work of his 
Grace. This is the delightful fubjed that elevates 
and tranfports the Souls of all that know the 
Lord. It is an eternal fountain, ever-fpring- 
ing with new delights, ever-flowing with thofe 
flreams that make glad the City of God, and 

ever 
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ever leading to new fcenes of wonder, and 
praife. The powers of human Eloquence fink 
beneath the unequalled theme : and the bound- 
lefs fubjeft fcarce touched by mortal ftrains, 
dwells on the tongues of Angels, and refounds 
through Worlds of Light. 
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GRACE TRIUMPHANT 



DIALOGUE the FIRST. 



B The 



The ARGUMENT. 

Evander is afober, virtuous youth, of a mild and peaee^ 
able dijpofiiion: who having been educated on the plan of na- 
iural religion and focial virttce ; and having efcaped the 
reigning vices of tht age; expelled to be acquitted at the bar of 
fupreme juftice, andjinally to obtain the approbation and fa- 
vour of his Maker, by his generofity and goodnefs, by his ^x- 
emplary virtue, by the purity of his intentions^ and the inte- 
grity and uprightnefs of his conduSi. Being accuflomed to 
decide evely debate by Reafon, and the nature of things, he had 
early imbibed very low conceptions of the word of God; being 
pojfefsd with an utter abhorrence of every thing that is called 
Enthti/iafm, he quejlioned and defpifed the operations of his 
fpirit; and as he could not comprehend haw his moral cha- 
raSler could be adorned with the riches of another ; it is not 
to be expeBed he would defire any better Righteoufnefs than his 
own. JVotwithftanding thefe expeStations andfupports he was 
lately under very great diflrefs of mind. The pride of his 
heart could not prevail fofar on his under/landing as to per- 
fuade him that he had not finned. The errors, and follies of 
his life were in a very fir ange and unaccountable manner laid 
before him. Their weight feemed greater and greater^ Every 
refyge failed. And his boqfted reafon and virtue proved but 
"yniferable comforters in the day of diftrefs. In fuch circum- 
fiances he is introduced in this Dialogue in which Sylvia his wife 
learns the caufe of his diftrefs; is very much furprifed that a 
perfon of his conduH and charaBerfhouldfall into dejeiiion on 
fuch an account ; and endeavours to comfort him from the 
^onfideration of his former fob riety and virtue. 
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GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 

DIALOGUE the FIRST. 

E VAND ER. SYLVIA. 



EVANDER. 

YET let me (land my ground, hold faft my hope. 
And (hew myfelf a man. Why {hould I think 
My fins too big for mercy? Lives the man 
That never find ? Is not our nature prope 
To error ; mix'd with frailty ; and remote 
From where perfcftion Hands ? Is not heav n s King 
Immutably and infinitely good; 
,And mercy his delight? Does not his cyt 
Survey our frame, and know we are but duft? 
Whence then my fear? Can I be charg'd with crimes 
So aggravated, or fo black, as thofe 
Which ftain the fouls ofthoufands? Surely no. 
Then reft my heart and lay faft hold on peace. 
But ftill I ftrive in vain : from fome ftrange fource 
Which I can't comprehend, a flood of thought 
Refiftlefs pours upon my laboring mind, 
And bears down all before it. Let me think! 
Why fhould I tremble thus ? I ne'er was found 
Amongft the fens of Violence or Luft ; ' 
Nor join'd the direful train that dare the fkies. 
But yet I fear I've fcorn'd the holy Word 
Of the Moft High: and what degree of Guilt 
Hence faftens 6n me, is an awful Queftion 
That foars above my reach ; 1 fear 'tis great, 

B !4 But 
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But were it greater than my fears prefage, / 

The brighter fliines that Mercy which forgives. 

Yet fomething rifes in my Soul that will 

Not thus be fatisfi'd : but like a ftern 

And fwift avenger, clofe purfues my fteps, 

Repeats the charge, and fattens it upon me. 

Where ftiall I look for aid? or by what ftrength 

Maintain my ground againft the latent foe. 

That wounds my peace ? Reafon! the power is thine. 

Great Reafon ! thou bright offspring of the fkies ! 

Thou ray of light Ihot from the fount fupreme 

Into the foul of man; to guide his ways 

And teach his wand' ring fteps, to find his God ; 

To thee I look ! to calm each reftlefs thought, 

And lead me in the way of hope and peace. 

Say then, bright Reafon ! for all truth is thine; 

Thou only reft the weary foul can find 

In Nature's wide domain ! O fay, what peace, 

.What comfort canft thou give a burden d Soul, 

Harrafs'd with guilt, and bordering on difpair. 

That feeks Creation round, to find fome prop 

To bear her finking hope? Thus Reafon fpeaks; 

At leaft, the reafoners of the age maintain, 

And thus have I oft liften'd and believed : 

" The Judge fupreme is infinitely good; 

Impartial Mercy crowns his every aft; 

And his tribunal lenity furrounds : 

He'll wink at human frailty; at his bar 

Our errors and miftakes will be forgiven; 

And moft atrocious crimes, repented of, 

Be blotted from the records of the Ikies." 

Were thefe conclufions fure, there might be hope; 

But 
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But if they're falfe, and I ftiould reft upon them 
As the fure bafis of eternal hopes ; 
How (hall I {land in that amazing day. 
When Wrath divine by an avenging God, 
Is pour'd in tempcft on a guilty world! 
Such dreadful weight, and fuch importance lie 
Upon this queftion, that I would not pafs 
It flightly by; but fearch it to the bottom. 
My foul alarm'd, demands to know the worft;: 
But loft, bewilder d, and confused ; in vain 
I fearch all Nature through in queft of Truth. 
But ftill I feek ! 'tis Truth that muft be found 
To heal my foul, or elfe more deeply wound. 

EVANDER. SYLVIA. 

SYLVIA. 

Say my Evander! what unufual care 
Broods in your breaft, and makes your vifage wear 
So deep a gloom ? late was your look ferenc 
As the fmooth lake that ftiincs on yonder green ; 
Peaceful and clear its liquid cryftal lies, 
And all its bofom open to the fkies ; 
While the reflefting furface faintly ftiews 
Each flow'r and herb that on its border grows : 
Such was your mind; now clouded with difmay 
By fome dark fuUen thought that ftiuns the day ; 
As when foul torrents and fucceflive rains 
Swell the vex'd wave, and dafli the flood with ftains. 

EVAJ^DER. 

Such ftormy looks to pie can ne'er belong ; 
Thy anxious heart muft fure conjeSure wrong. 

SYL- 
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SYLVIA. 

Thrice have I feen the chearful morning rife. 
And fpread her orient-purple round the Ikies ; 
Thrice hath the fun purfu d his azure way. 
And o'er yon wcftern mountains drove the day ; 
Since you have been to reftlefs thought inclind; 
And thefe new griefs have labour d in your mind: 
Oft I enquif d your health ; you cold reply'd, 
Inquiry fhun'd, and ftrove your care to hide ; 
But ftrove in vain. 

EVANDER. 



-No force my love can bind, 



Nor wit explain the movements of the mind; 
Sometimes (he'll ftray through fancy's flow'ry fields, 
And fport amongft the beauties nature yields ; 
Anon, through Reafon's winding maze flie roves. 
And reftlefs ftrives to gain the truth (he loves ; 
If here ftie fail, fevcrer tafks employ ; 
She feeks the fliade^ and wanders far from joy. 

SYLVIA. 

Where'er your wand'ring thoughts may choofe to 
ftray, 
They feem to take a folitary way ; 
Difmaltome, unpleafing, and unkind; 
What need I fpeak f my words are empty wind ; 
You mark not when I end, or when begin ; 
But all your foul coUefted, rolls within. 



\ 
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EVAKDER. 
Perhaps there's caufe. 

SYLVIA. 
Is there fuch caufe confefs'd^ 



Hid in your heart, and brooding in your breaft, 
From all your friends conceal'd with watchful care, 
And I myfelf defrauded of my ftiare ? 
Unworthy j udg'd it feems to bear my part. 
Nor longer now the partner of your heart. 

EVAKDER. 

Ne'er did the awful power that rules the Iky 
Succeed my wifh, or feed my foul with joy ; 
But my exulting heart would fwiftly move 
With ardent zeal, to bear it to my love : 
Thy tender heart was ne'er by me opprefs'd. 
Nor ever fought I to difturb thy reft : 
No longer then thy ill-judg'd fuit maintain, 
Texplore what known, can only give thee pain. 

SYLVIA. 

You wrong my love, by hiding thus your grief, 
And alfo rob yourfelf of my relief. 

EVAJ^DER. 

Should Heav'n on thee the balmy pow'r beftow, 
To heal my grief, or mitigate my woe ; 
Then fome majeftic height thy love would foar, 
And (hew its worth in paths untrod before : 

Such 
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Such mighty Edward's royal fpoufc was found, 
That fuck'd the venom from his poifon'd wound 
And fav'd her lord t but my diftrefs to move 
Exceeds thy power, and baffles all thy love : 
Yea, every mortal aid 

SYLVIA. 

Strange I wond'rous flrangcl 
Is the dark path your thoughts delight to range ! 
But ftrive, oh ftrive ! to burft the bounds of night. 
Break through th'extended gloom, and rife to light, 

EVAXDER. 

I ftrive in vain, 

Sr LVIA. 

^Thcn in plain terms declare 



What unaccufiom'd ill creates your care ' 
Care, which it feems admits of no relief! 
The flrange affertion fiartles all belief. 

EVANDER. 

I fear 'tis true 

SYLVIA. 

The all enlightening fun 
His blazing chariot wheels not thrice have run 
Through the alternate feafons, iince your ftrain 
Exprefs'd the want of me your only pain : 
But now how chang d ! tho* only yours I live. 
Not the leaft comfort's in my power to give: 

Wrapt 
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Wrapt in deep thought ! and obftinate in woe. 
You turn regardlefs from me ! 
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EVAXDER. 



-If I go 



In thamy paths, think it not want of Love; 
Far other fcenes, alas I Tm doom'd to prove : 
Pity me, Sylvia ! and lament my fate, 
** For what fo dreadful as celeftial hate ?' 

SYLVIA. 

Much you amaze me! it can ne'er be fo. 
Nor can the great Eternal be your Foe. 
Heav'n s awful King the path of goodnefs treads ; 
Nor aims his thunder but at guihy heads : 
The wretch whofe crimes dired againft him ftand, 
And dare th'avcnging lightning from his hand, 
As his fix'd foe the Judge fupremc may view ; 
But he's the befi of friends to fuch as you, 

EVAJ^DER. 
Ah ! were I fure of that* — - 

SYLVIA. 

In bolder flrain 
I will this neceflary truth maintain. 
And bring yourfelf to witnefi : 'tis not long 
Since Virtue's name on Thames' fair banks you fung. 
And taught the lift'ning ftream her matchlefs praife. 
Now recoUeft the fubjefl: of your lays, 
And feek bright Virtue : fhe can make you ofc, 
Give peace on earth, and lift you to the Ikies. 

C EVA K^ 
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EVAXDER. 

Indeed I fear this building will not fland, 
But like a ftrufture rear'd on mould' ring fand, 
With its prodigious fall fliake th'adjacent land, 
When thundVing on its head the tempefls blow^ 
And ruftiing torrents roar, and.foam below. 

S XL VIA. 

If good tnen's hopes, and worthy deeds come down> 
And Virtue is by heav n s avenging frown, 
Precipitated headlong from the Ikies ; 
Then tell me, my Evander, what can rife ? 

EVANDEK. 

By Virtue's friendly aid I thought to fiand; 
And fought no faviour but my own right hand : 
Fix d on this bafe, I rais'd my hopes on high ; 
And built this Babel to afcciid the Iky. 
But now I feel its loofe foundation fhake, 
Stria fearch for Virtue in my foul I make. 
But find her not: all I can fee within. 
Is pride, and folly, vanity, and fin. 

SYLVIA. 

The greateft Saint can no pcrfeflion boaft; 
All are but frail imperfed men at mofl ; 
Though in their day like moming-ftar^ they (hine. 

EVANDER. 
But never can be charg'd with Guilt like mine. 
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S YL VIA. 

The truth of what you fay I can t allow; 
How was this Guilt hid from your foul 'till now ? 

EVANDER. 

Behold the furface of the peaceful fea, 
When fleep the winds, and yellow fun-beams play 
On its green face: it feems a broad fmooth plain; 
And one bright fmile fits dimpling on the main. 
The fcene how chang'd ! when ftorms with clamour 

loud, 
Burft their dark manfions in the big-fwx)ln cloud ! 
Swift from the Ikies with force refiftlefs fweep, 
Lafti the white furge, and tempeft all the deep : 
Then boils and foams the flood, the billows rife, 
And in mad tumult mix the feas and (kies : 
Now float the wrecks, and what hath found a grave 
In the vaft waters, tumbles on the wave ; 
Old Ocean groans, and with tremendous roar. 
Heaves the extended ruins on the ftiore: 
Such is my mind ; when peace and inward joy, 
Glow'd in my heart, and fparkled in mii*e eye ; 
No confcious guilt difturb'd, or flavifli fear; 
Without was peaceful, and within was clear. 
But now the ftorms of confcious terror roll, 
And clouds, and darknefs gather on my foul ! 
The face of things is chang'd, and I appear 
All guilt and wretchednefs - 

SYLVIA. 

» Surprised I hear ; 
C 7, You 
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You make the ftrange complaint; and (land aflur'd 
You have no reafon. 

EVANDER. 

1 had nc*er cndur d, 

Such bitter anguifh, fuch amazing fmart» 
Which like an arrow £siilens in my heart ; 
If fome ftrange crimes, uncoipmon to our race 
Could not be charg d upon me 

SYLVIA. 

In a place 
Where ev ry hateful vice outrageous reigns ; 
That you ftiould gather fuch uncommon ftains. 
And yet unnotis'd pafs ; confounds me much. 
Indeed Evander ! I ne er thought you fuch. 
But ever to deceive me is not juft: 
It is my right to know; and know 1 muft : 
Then fpeak the thought which all your peace invades, 
Your comfort hides, and wraps your foul in (hades ? 

KVAKDER. 

No guilt upon me lies, or foul offence. 
That would be decm'd of fuch high confequence 
At man's Tribunal : but the fteady fight 
Of heav'n s high Monarch, in another light 
Muft needs behold me: his immediate view 
Flafhes within,, and fees me through, and through : 
As the red lightning floping on the ground 
Through midnight darknefs, makes it day around: 
So through man's heart he darts his piercing fight. 
And all its hidden caverns flame with light. 

How 
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How muft he then tfa'impiotis wretch defpife, 
That durft arraign the condu£); of the ikies ; 
Reafon's dim beam to heav'nly light prefcr'd ; 
Oppos'd his fpirit^ and dcny'd his word. 

SYLVIA. 

I can't imagine how you have acquir d 
This uncouth ftrain; or what firange caufe infpir'd 
So vaftly wide a diflF'rence iiJ your thought. 
From what 'till now you have believ'd, and taught. 

EVANDER. 

When the poor Peafant in his journey loft, 
Benighted wanders on a rocky coaft: 
If by the lightning's flame his eye commands 
Some dreadful precipice, on which he ftands : 
Aghaft he ihudders at th'amazing fight; 
And feeks t'efcapc by the terrific light! 
But when the flafhing fires no longer bum, 
He, loft indarknefs, knows not where to turn: 
So fome avenging light that ftiines within, 
Shews my whole foul a Chaos full of fin: 
My danger fhews from hcav'n's approaching ire; 
And that beneath me rolls a fea of fire : 
But how a fall fo horrid I may (hun, 
It Ihews me not 

SYLVIA. 

The worft that you have done 
Could never give, if Reafon might be heard, 
Such ftrong compunftion : for there hath appear'd 

No 
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No known perverfion, no determined cFimes* 
Or meditated bafenefs : but all times 
Amongfl; the friends of human race you fiood; 
And your chief pride and joy was doing good : 
Nor can what lies upon you have a place 
In the black lift of iins which ftain our race : 
But your imagined guilt its ftation takes, 
Amongfi the various errors and miftakes 
Which bur bewilder d Reafon's doom'd to knoWj 
In the imperfeft ftate of things below. , 

No longer then your reftlefs thoughts employ 
On thefe dull themes, which eat up all your joy : 
For tho' fmooth error might your foul enfnare. 
The queft of Truth hath been your conftant care: 
That I can witnefs ; and I dare atteft, 
You never knowingly in this tranfgrefs'd. 
In a falfe mirror then yourfelf you view ; 
The beft of men might err as well as you. 

E VA ND E R. 

Alas, my Sylvia ; much my fears forebode 
That I have rous'd the vengeance of a God. 
Full in my fight the ftorm afcends on high; 
Swells the big cloud, and blackens in the fky ! 
Some few fad drops now beat upon my mind. 
The fulnefs of the tempeft lies behind. 

s ri VIA. 

What have you done to roufe it? 

EVAJV^DER. 

Why rebeird 
With fcomful pride, and arms oflFenfive held 

Againft 
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Againft the Sovereign of the univerfe ! 
Perfifted in rebellion ! and what's worfc, 
Trampled on him that holds the power to fave ! 

SYLVIA. 

That will I boldly fay, you never have. 
But if time paft delufive paths you trod ; 
Forfake each crooked way, and turn to God. 

EVAXDER. 

I know not where to turn in fearch of reft, 
Nor how to quell the tumult in my brcafi ; 
Confufion, fear, and terror, all combined, 
Murder my peace, and clofe upon my mind ; 
Nor can my weary fight difcern one ray 
Of dawning Hope to give the chearful day. 
The pilot thus, when darkncfs reigns on high, 
And the black tempeft thunders through the iky ; 
When on the wave his giddy veffel's toft; 
And all his knowledge of his courfe is loft 
Amidft the roaring of the ftormy main ; 
With anxious eye explores the fkics in vain : 
No ray direfts him ; but with hopelefs mind. 
He drops the helm, and drives before the wind. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Mezenius ts arrived at the middle Jlage of life : he is a per-* 
fon of a fine underf landing, and is adorned with every amiable 
accomplifhment ; of ike nicefl honour , theflri£lejl integrity and 
virtue, and the mofl extenfive benevolence. His religious 
principles are tliefame as thofe of Evander : he is an admirer 
of natural and moral philofophy, and hath in difcourfe a bold 
and free vjay ofreafoning. Being a friend and companion of 
Evander f he attempts in this Dialogue to reafon him out of his 
di/trefs. With this view hefirongly maintains the allfuffici- 
ency of Reafon; fetsvery narrov) limits to the extent of Sin} 
and expatiates on the Glory of Virtue, 
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DIALOGUE the SECOND. 

E VAND ER. MZENTUS. 

EVAKDER. 

PEACE yc tumultuous Waves, and let me think ! 
Does not my anxious Heart forebode the worft ? 
With aggravations blacken all my errors ? 
And tremble at imaginary woes? 
Let me deliberate coolly, and decide 
This moft important queftion : do I ftand 
High in the favour of the King of heavn? 
Shall I for ever balk beneath his fmile : 
Or feel the vengeance of a frowning God? 
Awful his frown I and terrible as hell ! 
What are thofe Crimes that make me fear his Frown? 
Pride! Self-fufficiency ! and Unbelief ! 
How black the leaft ! and how they yawn upon me ! 
Blaft every budding hope, arid fhadc my foul 
With double darkncfs. Foremoft in this train 
Stands a bold Sin that firft took root in heav'n, 
And hurl'd ambitious Angels headlong down, 
Down ! from their native Ikies to deepeft hell ! 
The fons of day ! down to eternal night ! 
Where will it drive afpiring fons of men? 
The next is near akin ; the favourite 
Sufficiency of Reafon and of man ; ' 
Once the delight and glory of my foul I 
But now with afpeft chang d it frowns upon me 

D 2 Like 
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Like black Rebellion, that with fly pretence 
To give God glory by exalting man, 
would undermine the high eternal Throne ; 
Degrade the awful SovVeign of the Ikies ; 
And make a god that man can comprehend. 
But moft of all, Oh Unbelief ! at thee, 
At thee I tremble ! thee I find condemn d 
In the fixd Edift of th'all-ruling King; 
In the high Annals of Eternity : 
Records which once I durft deny ! but now 
They (hoot into my inmoft foul ; and I, 
Howe'er reluftant ! find ; yea, feel them, true ! 
To the confufion of my former pride ! 
Reafon s dedufiions, ah ! how weak to this I 
There unbelief is branded with the mark 
Of fure deftruSion : oh how grim ir. looks ! 
And feems my Pafport to the gates of Death ; 
Eternal Death ! It rifes on my view 
In horrid form, and feems a fev'nfold rock 
Of Adamant that bars the Gates of Light, 
And blocks up all the mercy of tbte fkies. 

EVANDER. MET^ENTUS. 

MET^ENTUS. 

Come, my Evander, ihake off every care, 
And tafte the fweetnefs of the morning air : 
The humid fouth hath water d all our plains ; 
And o*er the grove refrefhing fragrance reigns ; 
O'er the wide Landfcape gentle zephyrs fly ; 
The rougher winds in rocky caverns lie ; 

Through 
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Through fleecy clouds the fun emits his rays. 

And all the {kies with vernal glory blaze, 

While the foft fun-beams mixing with the breeze 

Shoot through the (hade, and tremble in the trees. 

All nature fmiles in flowery robes array'd. 

While the wing d tenants of the warbling fliade, 

With various notes the fwelling concert raife, 

And join the voice of univerfal praife. 

But you from each gay fcene in iilence turn ; 

Hang down your drooping head, and inward mourn. 

EVAJ>rDER. 

Not without caufe : my fpirit finds no eafe, 
And thofc delightful fcenes no longer pleafe. 

MET^ENTU S. 

No greater blefling is by heav'n afllgn'd 
To Virtue s fons, than chearfulncfs of mind: 
This Wifdom bids us feize, and not give way 
To unavailing forrow. Yet this day 
With deep concern I heard that you, my Friend, 
To flrange enthuGaftic troubles bend: 
I ne'er expefted you would thus be led ; 
Say, where's yourfenfe? or where s your Reafon fled? 

EVAXDER. 

Perhaps (he is not fled ; but yet I fear 
Her utmoll aid avails but little here. 

MET^ENTUS. 

If Reafbn's aid avail not, if fhe fail 
Where is that greater Power that can prevail ? 

E VA X-^ 
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EVAJ^DER. 

Whca the black tcmpcft fweeps along the flkies. 
Shakes the whole atmofphere with thundering noifc» 
And bellowing crofs the Ocean, foams, and raves ; 
And rolls in dreadful heaps the clouds, and waves ; 
If the foft Siren s fong can then appeafe 
The horrid rage, and ftill the ftormy feas ; 
Then human Pride, and human Reafon join d. 
May curb and calm the tempeft of the mind. 

MEX^Ejsrrus. 

Regardlefs of fuch Rant I will maintain 
The throne of Reafon, and her laws explain. 
Long ere the Sun adom'd the chearful day. 
Or Planet roU'd along th'sethereal way ; 
In higheft heav'ns was this fair Goddefs known. 
And reign d the partner of th'eternal Throne ; 
The darling of the great Supreme ! and Ihe 
Eternal and immutable as he. 
When down the Ikies in hcav nly pomp he came 
To raife this lower world's Ilupendous frame; 
When with the finifh'd work all Nature rang ; 
And Heav n and Earth the iirft great Sabbath fang ; 
Faft by his fide Ihe join d the Triumph then ; 
And her delight was with the fons of men. 
E'er fince (he waits upon the human mind. 
For ever ready, and for ever kind ; 
Wifdom commands to own her friendly beam. 
The teft of every Truth ; the Light Supreme. 

EVAJV- 
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EVAJ^DER. 

However bright the rays of Reafon fhine. 
They can't illumine this dark foul of mine. 

MET^EXTUS. 

Nor here her aid the favouring Power denies. 
But to relieve her Votary fwiftly flies ; 
Before her prefence every cloud gives way, 
And the dark profpefl brightens into day. 

" EVAjYDER. 

When foft profperity attends our ways, 
Smooths all our ftcps, and fmiles ttpon our days; 
Reafon is able to dircd the wife ; 
And flill the trifling troubles that may rife. 
But when the waves of confcious Terror roll, 
And daflii in Oceans on th'afFrighted Soul; 
When the moft High dcfcends with vengeful ire ; 
When the Earth fhakcs ; air thunders ; Heav'n s on fire; 
And the whole Soul in tumult, fear, and grief, 
Reafon s unable to afford relief. 

MET^ENTUS. 

Nature's all-gracious parent ne'er dcfign'd 
Such ftrong difmay to feize the virtuous mind : 
Nor need you fink beneath thefe heavy woes, 
Would you regard the reafon he beftows. 

EVAJ^- 
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EVANDER. 

That I muft doubt, and certainly have caufe. 

MET^ENTUS. 
To doubt the truth of Rcafon s facred laws ? 

EVAND ER. 

To doubt if Reafon can my Confcience clear. 
Or fave me from the dreadful wrath I fear. 

MET^ENTUS. 

When Day s great Sovereign mounts the orient £ky 
The morning clouds before his glory fly ; 
So when bright Reafon rifes, difappear 
Each heavy gloom, and every groundlefs fear. 

EVAND ER. 

When health and youth with flowing fpirits crown'dr 
Sport in the heart, difFufing joys around ; 
Reafon afcends her throne elate and fair» 
And felf'fufficient laughs at every care ; 
Vaft lengths in praife her gay Adorers run ; 
And will no equal own beneath the Sun : 
But when diftrefs, with confcious terror join d, 
BeatS'down our peace, and gathers on the mind; 
Reafon at once difowns her pow'r to fave, 
And lets her Votary fink beneath the wave ; 
For when the ftorms of confcious trouble blow, 
She turns her back, and meanly joins the Foe. 

ME- 
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MET^EXruS. 

This charge, if true, would merit great regard ; 
'Tis what I rccolleft not to have heard ; 
But 'till you have explain d it, I fuppofc 
You a£k no anfwer 

EVAJSTDER. 

Ere thefe troubles rofc, 
Which like a canker prey on my repofe ; 
Peace, Reafon cry'd, and charm'd me with her fong; 
And pleafing fmiles alone to her belong: 
But now awaken d confcience gives me finart; 
And clouds and darknefs gather round ray heart; 
Reafon agalnft me turns; her comforts ccafe; 
And her changed voice no longer gives me peace. 
Whatever my foreboding heart indites, 
Orfwiftly my accufing Confcience writes, 
Applauding Reafon owns ; fhe figns the worft, 
And thunders in my trembling heart, 'tisjuft. 

MET^Ejsrrus. 

What Reafon fpeaks, (he always will maintain, 
Truth owns her voice, and fmiles upon her ftrain. 
Invariable all, and free from ev'ry ftain. 
A ray divine her fov' reign diflates claim ; 
And through fucceeding ages fpeak the fame : 
Nor can I your remark as truth allow, 
That (he fpoke peace before, but roars in terror now. 

E EVAN^ 
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EVAXDER. 

Experience that great Teacher owns my firain. 
And ftill I muft the dreadful Truth maintain ; 
For now th' Almighty's awful terrors roll. 
And raife his dread Tribunal in my foul ; 
With flern command he cries, and frowning wrath. 
Produce your caufe, and bring your Reafons forth : 
But Reafon fhuns the tafk with trembling awe, 
Deferts my Caufe, and leaves me to the law ; 
Nor yet contented thus ! to grieve n[ie more, 
She my accufer joins with ceafelefs roar, 
As ready to condenin, as to acquit before 
That I muft die (he'll crowds of Reafons give; 
But oh, not one ! not one, that I fhould live. 

MET^ENTUS. 

Thefe reas'nings againft Reafon I muft own 
I can't receive : for it was never known 
That Reafon contradided what before 
She had advanced as true. The horrid roar, 
That you fo much complain'd of, does not flow 
From Reafon s Throne ; but from your greateft Foe, 
From wild Enthufiafm. Then turn away 
From this delufive fource of your difmay I 
And Author of your woes ! to Reafon bend, 
And clofely to her friendly voice attend ; 
She'll light your fteps ; drive anguifh from your breaft,r 
Chacc every fear, and lull your cares to reft. 

EVAJ^- 
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EVAKDER. / 

Alas ! my Friend, I have been lulFd too long, 
And fondly Hften d to the Siren's fong; 
But from it now my loathing fpirit turns ; 
And all my foul for fenfc of pardon bums : 
If Reafon this can give, or make appear, 
I fhall be all attention. 

MEZEJ^TUS. 

Never fear. 

Hear but her voice, and liften to her ftrain, 
And in this point you ftiall not long complain: 
If you repent you're certainly forgiven ; 
The voice of Reafon this ; the voice of Hcav'n. 

E VA JVD E R. 

But mine are fins of fuch uncommon dye ; 
Extend fo vaftly wide ; and rife fo high ; 
They over-top forgivenefs 

MET^EXTUS. 

Such there's none ; 
*Tis your miflake : but tell me what you've done^ 

EVAJ^DER. ^ 

Diflionour d, and deny'd God's only Son. 

MET^EKTUS. 

Then this vaft guilt which hath your thought cn- 
grofs'd, 
Is but, it feems, a fmall miftake at moft. 

£ 2 Can 
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Can pcrfcfl: goodncfs ! can the Judge fupreme 
For human frailties, and miftakes condemn? 

/ EVAKDER. 

Not fmall, it feems, tut rifcs on my eye 
Like a vaft mountain, which will on me lie, 
And prefs me down for ever. 

MET^ENTUS. 

Strange the Sight, 

Which to a mountain magnifies a mite. 

EVAXDER. 

Name not fo fmall an Infeft to allude. 
Or {land compard with Sin s vaft magnitude; 
Rather to mighty Atlas turn your eyes, 
That fhades vaft plains, and intercepts the &ies ; 
Or view the craggy Alps' extended row, 
White with long ridges of eternal faow. 

MET^ENTUS. 
Monftrous indeed !-^ 

EVAKDER. 

Full proof attends my ftrain. 
Nor can proud Reafon make th'affertion vain ; 
Great is the dreadful God 'gainft whom I find; 
Holy and infinite th'cternal Mind ; 
Great is his law, which fmalleft failings break, 
And great his pow*r to punifli. 

MET^ENTUS. 

Why you fpeak 

As 
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As though no difF'rence could in Sin be found ; 
But that our frailties would as deeply wound 
As flagrant Crimes. 



EVAKDER. 



-The very leaft of mine 



Juftly I view as worthy wrath divine : 

But its extent I fee not, till I know 

How great that God it furely makes my foe. 

MET^ENTUS. 

God's greatncfs, which fo juftly you exprcfs ; 
Magnifies not our fins, but makes them lefs ; 
Since in full peace he holds th'etemal Throne ; 
And can be injured, can be touch'd by none. 

EVAJ^DER. 

The real Guilt of every kind of ill, . 
Confifts not in the Deed, but in the Will : 
The Sinner drives at Heav n s eternal Sire; 
Nor dreads his thunder, nor his bolts of fire ; 
But his bold crimes direfi againft him rife, 
And dare the whole Artillery of the fkies ; 
Till the dread pow'r that he prefumes to brave 
Rifes in wrath, and fweeps him to the grave. 
Thus the red Comet rears himfelf on high, 
Toffcs his flaming firebrands round the Iky ; 
Laflies the ftars, and furious takes his way. 
With headlong courfe towards the God of day : 
Till falling in with his prevailing rays. 
He finks from fight amidft the folar blaze. 

' ■ MET;: 
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MET^EXruS. 

Your colouring s much too ftrong : the wicked man 
Is bad enough 'tis true; but never can 
Drive on at this mad rate : his crimes arifc 
Not from ambition to infult the fkies. 
Or hatred to his Maker : in his mind 
The love of pleafurc rages unconfin d : 
Breaks thro' ail bounds, and bears the Soul away 
Impatient of refufal, or delay. 

EVAJVDER. 

Though the bold Sinner s thought no further goes 
Than prefent pleafure, let him not fuppofe 
By this fmooth plea, he will acquitted ftand 
Of black rebellion's guilt : God's high command 
Has been infulted ; Juftice claims his Ire : 
Soon he defcends, in tempeft, and in fire ; 
Surrounds this Globe, arrefts her as fhe runs, 
And brings to final judgment all her fons : 
The boldeft Sinner then he'll Ihake with awe ; 
Then will his thunder vindicate his law. 

MET^EJSTTUS. 

Whatever the doom to ftubborn Vice affign d 
No terror need to fhake the virtuous mind. 
Yours has been fuch; and God, I muft contend, 
If he delights in Virtue, is your Friend* 

EVAJVDER. 



Virtue's celeftial aid I lately fought, 
And my firft ofF'rings to her Altar brought, 



Her 
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Her fair idea in my foul I form 
As a fure covert from the wind and ftorm : 
But now that ftorm comes on ftie turns away, 
And fays, flie knows me not 

MET^ENTUS. 

To what you fay 
I muft refufe affcnt, Her fons to raife 
Is Virtue's care ; and thefe (he ne'er betrays ; 
Nor e'er difowns whoe'er on her rely, 
But fmiles around, difpenfing Peace and Joy. 
To thee, bright Virtue! thee, celeftial Maid, 
Shall all my offerings, all my vows be paid: 

may thy glories everfwell my theme. 
To each created mkid thou Good Supreme : 

In Heav'ns high Thrones amongft the Sons of Light, 
Efteem'd and lov'd thou fliin'ft divinely bright ; 
UnfuUied there thymatchlefs beauties rife, 
And make more blefs'dthe manfions of the (kies: 
And when on Earth thou tak'ft thy bright abode, 
Thou mak'ft the man that owns thee, like his God. 
Parties and fefls amufe the thoughtlefs throng ; 
But this diftindion ftands as Nature ftrong, 
Who ihuns thee can t be right, who finds thee can 

be wrong : 
To thee on Earth, to thee beyond the Grave 

1 look : and feck no greater pow'r to fave. 

EVAKDER. 




If you no other Saviour have to boaft, 
In fpite of Virtue's aid I muft be loft : 



Vaft 
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Vaft is my debt, uncancerd ftill it flands ; 
And Juftice now demands it at my hands ; 
Alloy'd is Virtue's coin, 'twill pafs no more, 
Nor can fuch Riches pay the dreadful fcore. 




GRACE TRIUMPHANT 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Mneas in his natural and acquired abilities, or his moral 
charaBer and conduit, is not inferior to Meientus : but he a6U 
from other principles, and with different views. ^Having ex* 
perienced the power of Religion, and to/led that the Lord is 
gracious, he efteems the lave of God, to be a more powerful 
and prevailing principle of aSlion than the love of Virtue : and 
a delight to do his will, arifing from a heartfelt fenfe of his 
love, to be a more noble and generous motive to obedience, than 
the fervile fear of punifliment, orthefejfifh hope of a great re- 
ward. He is not unacquainted tuith thefciences, or blind to 
the beauties of Mature; but, having had a view of the ever" 
adorable Son of God, his attention is too much fixed on this 
great ObjeSl of his admiration and kve, to be eafily diverted to 
other profpeBsi the brightnefs of Nature feems dim to him, 
being overpowered with the glories of tht great Rede^emer ; 
and all her treafures feem poor and mean, compared with the 
unfearchable Riches of ChrifL To this exalted perfon as the 
only Saviour of Sinners, and relief of the burdened SouL he 
endeavours, in this Dialogue, to raife the attention of his dejeSled 
Friend. He fleadily purfues this fingle point ; firives to anfwer 
every objeBion, to obviate every difficulty, to remove every 
fcruple^ and perfuade to a reliance on him that is mighty to 
fave. 
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E VAND ER. AE NEAS. 

EVANDER. 

IN vain I wander through the ftiades for Peace, 
Or feek her in the winding maze of thought; 
Far from my fteps the fair Celeftial flies. 
She's gone ! for ever gone f and in her Head, 
O'er my foreboding foul with horrid frown, 
Corroding Anguifti fprcads her raven wings. 
And black Defpair his iron fceptre holds. 
Oh where dwells Comfort! where dwells heav'nly Peace! 
She dwells, great God ! with thofe that love thy Law. 
If fo, how far from me ! And thou dread Lord, 
Oh thou exalted Son of the moft High! 
That holds the center of th'eternal Throne, 
And juftly claims the birthright of the fkies : 
This Peace is thine to give. What wonder then 
That he with-holds this blefling from his Foes ; 
And moft of all from me : who fhun d his love, 
Deny d the merit of his matchlefs deeds ; 
Who durft oppofe the honour of his name, 
And coldly hefitate to own his God. 
But now .1 feel his pow'r ! his wrath awak'd, 
Shoots demonftration into all my foul ! 
I fee him rife in majefty array'd ; 
Tremendous majefty ! oh, how I gaze ! 
How his ftupendous greatnefs fills my foul 

F 2 With 
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With wonder, awe, and terror ! how I fhrink 

And tremble at the glory of his might. 

E'en yon enormous Globe of centeral fire 

That flames th'apparent glory of the flcy. 

Holds the extended empire of the day, 

And Hands the bafis of depending Worlds, 

But dimly fhines an emblem of the God. 

This Sun is his; and evVy wandering fpherc 

From Mercury balking in the folar blaze, 

To utmoft Saturn ; who with all his train 

Of gay attendants moves in folemn date, 

And orb in orb eccentric fweeps the flcy. 

Yea, far beyond where'er Creation dwells, 

And pours by myriads her refulgent Sons, 

All flaming with unutterable blaze ; 

There reigns the king. And o'er the tracklefs fields 

Of boundlefs fpace, which lie beyond all thought, 

And Angel's bolder wing attempts in vain ; 

His pow'rprcfides. His powVhow wond'rous great! . 

How dreadful! and how grand th'approaching day^ 

When from the bright affemblies of the (kits 

He comes furroundcd with a fliining train 

Of Saints and Angels, to this World of ours; 

He comes to judgment ! to receive his own 

Into the bofom of eternal love ; 

And pour fwift vengeance on his haplefs Foes. 

How dread the fight! how his red banners blaze 

High in mid heav'n, by mighty Angels born ! 

Blazon'd with his viSorious deeds they wave, 

And flame triumphant crimfon through the (ky. 

But all this pomp is darknefs if compar'd 

With the intolerably dazzling God ! 

Where 
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Where ftiall the Sinner ftand ! how ftiall he face 
The power he durft provoke I he durft deny ! 
How ftiall I bear the fight, when in my eyes, 
Array'd in all the glory of the fkies, 
Afcends as Judge of all, the God I durft defpife ? 

EVAJSTDER. £NEAS. 

MKEAS. 
How fares my Friend ? 

EVANDER. 

My peace of mind is loft, 
And on the reftlefs waves of Grief I'm toft. 

JLNEAS. 

When Sol o'er heav n's hill-top purfu'd his way, 
With fiercer fires, and Chot meridian day; 
To yonder fliade retir'd, whofe fpreading trees 
Exclude the heat and catch the fanning breeze. 
Which cools its wings in ftreams that warbling flow, 
And wafli the flow'ry meads that lie below, 
I found Mezcntus : and from him I learn. 
That fomething fills your foul with deep concern ; 
Without delay my fteps to meet you bend. 
Glad if my counfels can avail my Friend. 

EVANDER. 

Though no refpite my raging Griefs obtain. 
Though love and friendftiip fcek my eafc in vain, 
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I am not lefs oblig'd. But be fo kind, 
To tell me what Mezentus fays ? 



^Your mind , 

He apprehends diforder'd : groundlefs fears, 
He fays, diftrefs you: your whole foul appears 
Dark and confus'd ; averfe to Reafon's laws ; 
And that yourfelf not clearly knows the caufe. 

EVAJ^DER. 

Not know the caufe ! did not I plainly tell, 
Miftaken creature ! I but know tgo well. 

JEXEAS. 

When the Phyfician of the caufe is fure, 
He gains the bafis that muft bear the cure. 

EVAJVDER. 

There is no cure for me ! — ; — 

JEJSTEAS. 

In this my Friend 
I mufl conclude you err. If you attend 
To good advice, you doubtlefs foon may find, 
A great Phyfician that can heal the mind. 

EVAJSTDER. 

Though far the healing pow'r of phyfic goes, 

It ne'er can root up fuch prodig ous woes. 

JEJ{EAS. 
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In an aflFair where fuch importance lies, 
Conclude not too abruptly, but be wife ; 
Perhaps you'll own your error when you learn. 
Who the IPhyfician is. Whoever turn 
To his advice ne'er mifs of fure relief, 
Though their vaft mifery exceeds belief. 

EVAJ^D ER. 

If phyfic's pow'r could my complaint remove. 
Your never-failing men I can't approve ; 
But the Phyfician here muft ftrive in vain 
For Sin is the difeafe that gives me pain. 
As when a mighty army marlhal'd ftands. 
With fpreading wings wide ftretch'd o'er diftant lands. 
And boaftful enfigns waving in the air, 
The dread of Nations, and the pomp of war : 
So all my fins in terrible array, 
Stand in my view and fill me with difmay ; 
But Pride and Unbelief above the reft, 
Rife on my foul, and flafh acrofs my breaft. , 
Can there be help for this ? 

MJ^EAS. 

Help may be found. 

And certain help for all that feel the wound. 

But fay, what caufe the wond'rous change hath wrought? 

And how thefe confcious terrors reach'd your thought? 

EVAJVDER. 

Some bold affertions tending to degrade, 
The great Redeemer, much I am afraid^ 

Have 
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Have rous'd Almighty Vengeance. On my mind 
The terror flafh'd like lightning. Unconfin'd 
It rages : all that's, urg'd to eafe my pain 
Is driven before the ftorm, and urg'd in vain. 
Terrible thus the rufliing whirlwind flies, 
Drives the black clouds in heaps along the (kies; 
Shakes the extended plain, with thund'ring found, 
And fpreads the fturdy oaks along the ground. 
With furious blaft the craggy rock divides, 
And hurls the Chatter d ruins down its fides ! 
The mountain fcarcely (lands 

MJSTEAS. 

Did you relate^ 
Thefe apprehenfions, and your prefent ftate 
Of mind, all to Mezentus ? 

EVAJ^DER. 

Yes, I did : 
Without refcrvc and nothing from him hid. 

MJ^EAS. 
And what did he advance to eafe your grief? 

EVAKDER. 

Reason's vaft powV, sind Virtue's fure relief. 

jEJ^EAS. 

But from fuch great afliftance did you find, 
No help, no eafe to your affli&ed mind ? 

EVAJ^- 
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EVAJ^DER. 

With his foft pipe, as well the whiftling fwain, 
May ftill the tempeft. Ceafelefs is my pain, 
Full on my foul I feel the dreadful load; 
Nothing can help me but a pardoning God. 

JEJSTEAS. 

That fuch parade of reafoning had no force 
Does not furprife me. From far other fourcc 
Muft fpring your comfort, and your cafe requires 
DiflF'rent advife 

EVAJVDER. y 

Tho' all my foul retires, 
From thofe gay themes which reasoning pride infpires,- 
And dwells with ceafelefs woes ; I would not have 
you judge too ralhly- 

JENEAS. 

What? 



EVANDER. 

That Tm a flavc 
To groundlefs fears, that flow from reafon loft. 

JEJ^EAS. 

So far from that, tho' much your mind is toft 
I think your Reafon brightens : in fuch light, 
Sinful and wretched, odious to the fight, 
All fee themfelves, that fee themfelves aright. 

G EVAK- 



41? GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 

EVANDER. 

To my confufion ! if aright I fee. 
Mortal ne'er groan d beneath fuch Guilt as mc. 

jEJ^EAS. 

When the commandment comes our fin appears 
Exceeding finfiil : and overcome with fears, 
Inftant we fall, and own its wages. Death. 
This Teems your cafe: but tho' your evry breath 
Is drawn with anguifh, wherefoe'er you turn ; 
As deilitute of hope, forbear to mourn; 
Nor yet conclude that fome ftrange lot you find 
Before unknown, uncommon to mankind. 
The beft of men have this dark vale pafs'd through. 
And trembled at their guilt as much as you. 

EVANDER. 

Others with anguifh have their errors moum'd. 
Have feen their danger, and in time return d ; 
But fome uncommon wrath will be my doom. 
And fome ftrange vengeance bow me to the tomb: 
• While the prodigious woes that I abide. 
Will ftand the warning of the fons of pride. 

jEJVEAS. 

Your prefent troubles, tho' they are feverc, 
Warrant no fuch conclufions ; nor appear 
Produdivc of fuch woes. When the moft High 
Exerts his pow'r to bring his people nigh. 
He frequently affumes an angry form, 
His way is in the whirlwind and the Ilorm : 

From 
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From fuch high caufe as this muft fpring your Grief, 
Your ftate by Sin, your Pride, and Uilbelief ; 
Thus charg d upon your Soul, fo clear and ftrong 
Speak God's high work^ and muft to him belong. 

E VA J{D E R. 

Such is my own conclufion. Power divine 
Alone can work fuch wond'rous grief as mine ; 
His wrath awak'd, fwift ruflies on my foul. 
E'en now methinks I hear his thunders roll; 
Full on my head the deadly bolt he aims. 
Keen as his wrath, and wrap'd in ruddy flames : 
What friend ! or what deliverer can be found ! 

jEJ^EAS. 

Deep ! wond'rous deep ! I know his arrows wound. 
But this, tho' fliarp the anguifh, does not prove 
His wrath awak'd; but rather fpeaks his love : 
Perhaps With kindeft vie;>vs he makes you groan, 
Deep are his ways, his footfieps are unknown. 

EVAJ^D ER. 

Talk not of kindnefs, or an happy end, 
The wounds I feel proceed not from a friend. 
But fince you think there's help, relate it clcar^ 
Say who the helper is, and tell me where? 
The bitternefs of death I fain would fly, 
If help there is, 'tis time I (hould apply. 

jEJ^EAS. 

When Ifrael's tribes had fpum'd the fervilc chain, 
Infulting Egypt ftrove to hold in vain ; 

G 2 * Arabia's 
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Arabia's mighty defert next they trac'd. 
And rear d their tents along the dreary wafte ; 
But with difmay the devious wild they tread. 
And murra'ring view the rugged way they're led ; 
Sullen around they caft reproaching eyes, 
And view with ftormy look the welt' ring (kies : 
But vengeance fleeps not long, for foon on high 
A cloud of dreadful ferpents hiffing fly, 
Light on the camp and burn with furious ire 
While their red eye- balls glare with vivid fire: 
With venom'd rage they bite ; their pois'nous breath 
Inflames the raging wound with certain death : 
The humbled tribes repent, and mourn their flain ; 
For help, for mercy cry ; nor cry in vain. 
Glowing in polifli'd brafs a Serpent fl^ands, 
Rais'd on a pyramid which heav'n commands 
To heal the nation : fight immediate gives 
The wond'rous cure, and the beholder lives. . 
So when the finner feels the deadly wound, 
Andconfcious trouble bows him to the ground; 
With cutting anguilh draws his ev'ry breath. 
And feels the working poifon big with death ; 
To Calv'ry's futnmit could he raife his eye, 
Behold the Crofs, and fee his Saviour die, 
Immediate eafe the healing fight would give. 
There, my Evander, look ! look there and live. 

EVAKDER. 

However great his pow'r to heal my woe, 
Lei it no more be nam'd, he is my Foe* 

MJ^EAS. 
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jENEAS. 

With rapture ftill I name it, oh my Friend! 
Slight not the Saviour, but his worth attend : 
Ne'er let your fight from this lov d fcene remove. 
Behold his deeds, and wonder at his love. 

EVAKDER. 
His deeds avail not me ! 

jEJ^EAS. 

They will avail 
Whoe'er believes ; his merits never fail. 
Ne'er let your thoughts from this dear center roll, 
For none but him can eafe the troubled foul. 
He, when he dwelt below, could when he pleafe, 
Controul the winds, and quell the foaming feas: 
His high commands the roaring billows keep. 
And the check'd temped dies upon the deep. 
In balmy fleep the Great Redeemer lay. 
While fierce confli£ling winds embroiFd the fea. 
Mad as the winds the tofling furges rife, 
Mix with the wheeling clouds, and thunder to the (kics. 
The cordage ftiines with foam, the dafhing brine 
Floats on the deck, and all events combine 
To fwell the feaman's horror, while each wave 
Comes big with death, and feems to bring a grave! 
They wake the matter; he with calmcft view, 
Marks the mad elements, and trembling crew; 
Peace ! be ftill ! with gentle voice he cry'd; \ 

Strait in fmooth eddies rolls the thundering tide; > 
TJiewhift'ling winds obey, the roaring waves fubfide. ) 

Calm 
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Calm are the fkies» and clear; the lifi'ning fea 

Is in a moment calm, and clear as they. 

Ye burden d fouls that mourn your guilt, attend ; 

Behold, your helper here ! behold your friend ! 

He holds the power the rage of hell to bind, 

And inftant ftill the tempeft of the mind; 

One word from him would make all trouble ceafe, 

And fill Evander's heart with confcious peace. 

EVAKDER. 

Doubtlefs it would; but favours fuch as thofe. 
So great ! fo rich ! belong not to his foes. 

MNEAS. 

This glorious perfon far exceeds our praife, 
How kind, how wonderful are all his ways ! 
Tho' boundlefs heights his radiant glories rife, 
Flame in the heav'ns, and dazzle all the fkies ; 
Yet to redeem his foes, amazing Love ! 
He left the fplendors of his throne above I 
For thefe he laid afide his ftarry crown, 
Bow'd the high heav'ns, and fmiling round came down' 
In human form. To fave his greateft foes, 
He bare our fins, and their long train of woes : 
He faw the vengeance burfting on our head, 
Steadfaft he flood and bare it in our ftead. 

EVANDER. 

Great Is his love indeed, but yet I fear, 
So vile a wretch has no acceptance there. 

JENEAS. 



I 
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JENEAS. 

Your fenfe of vilenefs, and your deep diftrefs 
Urge you to feek with profpeft of fucccfs. 
Sure of relief, the poor and needy go. 
He favours not the lofty, but the low : 
Before his Throne prefcnt your humble prayer, 
The burdened mind is his peculiar care. 
He is by his Almighty Sire affign d. 
To heal the foul, the broken heart to bind ; 
To preach glad tidings to the fons of Woe; 
To break their chains, and let the prifoners go : 
To comfort all that mourn their evil ways, 
And fill their drooping hearts with fongs of praife ; 
To fliew their full acceptance gain d at laft. 
And fpeak the bitter day of vengeance paft. 
To clothe with righteoufnefs his ranfom'd race, 
And make them glorify the God of Grace. 

EVAJ{DER. 

This is the anguifh, this the venom'd dart. 
And this the thought that flings me to the heart. 
His wond'rous kindnefs, his amazing love. 
And all his great achievements to remove 
Otlr horrid Guilt, I boldly durft defpife. 

JEKEAS. 

Then noiy to better Profpefls turn your, eyes, 
To th'injur d God your grateful offerings bring. 
Bow to the Saviour, and coxifefs the King. 

EVAJ^- 
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EVANDER. 

Oh that I had in time, but 'tis my fate, 
To fee my error and repent too late. 

jENEAS. 

If aged finners obftinate and bold 
In evVy daring Vice confirmed and old, 
May with repentance heav'n s forgivenefs gain, 
Can blooming Youth be thought to fue in vain ? 
When the full fountain unexhaufted flows, 
With ceafelefs ftreams for every one that goes : 
None are excluded from this fure relief. 
But who exclude themfelves by unbelief. 
Then let all fears, and caufelefs fcruples ceafe,/ 
And turn to him who ftands the only Peace 
That Heav'n or Earth affords Man s fallen feed : 
Mighty to fave ! he knows the finnef s need. 
And ready ftands to help : his glorious name. 
Millions of pardon d Sinners will proclaim. 
The Sinner s furety, and the Sinner s boaft. 
The Son, and Equal of the Lord of Hoft. 
Whatever the Sinner wants, he holds to give; 
He bids the poor condemn d delinquent live : 
Makes the deaf ear receive the founds that fly, 
And the weak nervelefs cripple leap for joy: 
From the dark eye-ball clears the films away, 
And lays it open to the vifual ray. 
He makes the dumb to fing, the dead to rife, 
Oh my Evander ! turn your eager eyes. 

To this great Fcrfon 

EVAJV^ 
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EVAJiDER. 

How feverc muft prove 
The doom of him that flighted all this love. 

JENEAS. 

Though to procure the Sinner s higheft good, 
The Great Redeemer freely pour d his blood ; 
Without concern the Wretch beholds him bleed, 
Nor aiks the blefling till he fees his need : 
He felf-fufficient feeks to fcale the fkies, 
His works like mountams pil'd on mountains rife ; 
Till Heav n thefe ftruftures low in ruin lays, 
And whelms fuch builders in the heaps they raife. 
Such was my Friend ; but now diviner light 
Dawns on your Soul, and Ihews your former night; 
Now is the time Almighty Grace to prove ; 
Now is the time to feck the Saviour's Love. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Sylviajindtng Evmdcr unaffcHed with whatever had been 
advanced by his Friends to give hhn confolation, Jhe refumes 
iheJubjeB, and endeavours to quiet his mind with the thoughts 
of the goodnefs of the Deity, his paternal tendemejs and 
readinefs to forgive^ and the extern of Chri^s Redemption. 




GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 

DIALOGUE the FOURTH. 

E VAND ER. S YLVIA. 

SYLVIA. 

IT much furprifes me and all that know 
That you continue obftinate in woe, 
And rcfolutely wretched. For my fake, 
My dear Evander, ftrive, ah, ftrive ! to take ' 
Better advice. 

E VA J^D E R. 

Could any earthly thing 
Increafe my woe, or make my forrow fling 
With greater force; it were the heavy ftiarc 
My Sylvia bears in this uncommon care ; 
But that great Grief, the Tyrant of my breaft. 
Dreadfully frowns, and fwallows all the reft. 

SYLVIA. 

It feems in me prefumptuous to pretend 
To chafe your forrows, when each wifer Friend 
Hath prov'd fucceflefs : but behold this page 
By Heav n infcrib'd, and which I dare engage 
You 11 not deny. This would direft your courfe 
To heav'nly Mercy's high eternal fource ; 
Where the Great Father of Creation ftands, 
Love in his eye, and pardon in his hands : 

Hig 
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His tender heart with kind compafEon bumSr 
And melts to meet the Sinner that returns. 

EVANDER. 

The more fevere, and bitter is his doom. 
For whom this vaft provifion makes no room; 
Who falFn below divine Compaffion lies, 
Nor will a pitying God regard his cries ; 
Though high above the Heav'ns his mercies fhine. 
Ready to pardon every fin but mine I 

SYLVIA. 

Take heed, Evander, left you backward run. 
And blindly tread the paths you feek to fliun : 
For furely none can more infult the Iky, 
Than he who Heav'n s rich Mercy dare deny. 

EVAXDER. 

The Pow'r that knows all hearts can witnefs mine. 
Was ne'er inclin'd his Mercy to confine ; 
But though this heavenly Fair all glorious rife, 
Her feet on Earth, her ftature fills the fkies ; 
Yet in her hand no kind affifl^ance lies 
*For fuch as me 

STLVIA. 

It is your groundlefs fears 
That make you think fo, but the cafe appears 
Far otherwife to his unerring fight, 
To whom all night is day, and darkncfs light : 



For 
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For as Hcav n's ftany arch, and azure fkies 
Above the earth in glorious grandeur rife ; 
So is the King that claims eternal praife* 
More high in thought, more perfe3 in his ways 
Than mortal Man : hence though thefe troubles may 
Break your repofc, and clouds o'crcaft your day, 
His fteady eye beholds your conftant care 
Through the thick gloom, and fees you as you are. 

EVAJ^DER. 
Yes, without doubt, he fees me black as Hell ; 

SYLVIA. 

To ufe fuch ftrange expreffions is not well. 
Let me intreat, Evandqr, that no more 
You'll thus diftrefs me : why fhould you deplore 
Your errors without Hope? think what rich aid 
And fall provifion Heav'n s high King hath made 
For Man's Salvation : feek his Grace and live ; 
Readier than we to afk, is he to give. 
If then Heav'n*s Mercy will not eafe your care, 
Seek the Redeemer. 

EVAXDER. 

Juftly I defpair 
Afliflance from that quarter. 

SYLVIA. 

Strange indeed! 
When in Truth's facred volume you may read, 
He died for all Mankind : this Truth confefs'd 
Swells the fair page« and ihines above the reft. 

EVA/f- 
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EVAKDER. 

When Hell's extended Jaws with fiery breath, 
Horribly grin, and menace double death ; 
Then, yawning wide, receive the guilty throng. 
In a black rolling temped whirl'd along . 
From Heav'n s auguft Tribunal : wrath divine 
Flames in the rear, and thick the flafties fhine. 
Urge the dire train along the fiery way, \ 

Plunge in th'Abyfs, and drive them from the day : > 
View the dcfcending train, my love ! and fay, ) 

Are thefe redeemed by the incarnate God ? 
Are thefe the purchafe of a Saviour s Blood ? 

SYLVIA. 

You ftate the cafe fo oddly, and enquire 
Too curious for your peace : rather defire 
The proffer d good, and take it as it lies : 
He that enquires too nicely is not wife : 
Then as it ftands reveal'd your Comfort view. 
He died for all, and therefore muft for you. 

EVAXDER. 

Yet what avails it ? though he died for all, 
If notwithftanding, fome of thefe may fall 
To cndlcfs burning? no relief I fee ; ' 
But ftill may perifh, though he died for mc. 

SYLVIA. 

But then the fault is yours, and not in Heay'n. 

EVANDER. 

And is that fault committed ! thia hath giv'n 

The 
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The blow that wounds me deepeft. Heav'nly love 
In all its forms fucceilefs feeks to move 
His horrid Guilt that hath God*s Grace withfiood. 
And fcorn'd the merit of a Saviour s Blood. 

SYIVIA. 

Fain would I urge fome thought that might appeafc 

Your raging Griefs, and lull your cares to eafe ; 

But fo determined in this way you go, 

And with fuch eager fteps purfue your woe, 

That I defpair fuccefs : not more afraid 

The bird of night to fee Heav'n s light difplay'd, 

When opening morn flie Ihuns, and plunges in 

the ftiade, 

Than you to view Heaven's Love : while thus you fliun 
Whatever yourfelf, whate'er your God has done ; 

*Tis not In me to cafq your anxious mind, 

Or give that peace you will not feck to find : 

I know not what your reftlefs wifti requires, 

Nor can yourfelf explain your ftrange deiires. 

EVAKDER. 

From Error s Fountain fuch conclufions flow, 
For, with the higheft, certainly I know 
The bitter root from which my forrows grow ; 
And the great good I want, which could I gain. 
Would, in a moment, eafe me of my pain, 

SYLVIA. 

Tm very glad this bleifmg is fo near 

As to be clearly known ; and beg to hear 

Immediate what it is ? 

I EVAN' 
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EVANDER. 

Knowledge of Guilt 
Is the fix'd Bafe on which my woes are built. 
Now what would overthrow the whole dire train 
Is knowledge of forgivnefs : could I gain 
So great a favour ; foon on fiery wing. 
My Soul would mount, and of Salvation fing. 

SYLVIA. 

And by what means expeft yo\t to obtain 
Such knowledge ? 

EVANDER. 

Ah, my Sylvia ! 'tis in vain 
To think about it : that the Saviour gives 
So great a bleffing to the beft that lives 
Admits difpute : but were fuch gifts beftow'd 
Enormous guilt reftrains the favouring God 
From finding me : yet my tormented bread. 
Without fuch knowledge ne'er can be at reft. 

SYLVIA. 

I blame you much for fixing your defire 
On what you muft be hopelefs to acquire : 
If hope in God would fure relief afford. 
That you may gain ; he gives it in his word. 
If above this your reftlefs wifties rife ; 
Check the abfurd prefumption ! and be wife ; 
Beyond th'appointed means no fure affiftance lies. 
Should from the Tombs, fome awful form afcend, 
Or from the ikies an heay'niy Mandate bend 

To 
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To bring your pardon ; fuch celeftial aid 
Might not with a prevailing pow'r perfuade : 
Some quibble, doubt, or fcruple might remain ; 
The Dead might rife, or Heav n defcend in vain. 

E VA ND E R. 

Tho' no fuch hope is my remoteft view. 
Still muft my Soul this fingle point purfue : 
Forgivenefs only can remove my fmart ; 
Nor will the bare conjeflure cafe my heart. 
A certain knowledge Heav'n denies to give : 
Yet that I want; nor can without it live. 
Thus tiie poor Traveller, that takes his way 
Through the vaft Defert, brown with Phebus' ray ; 
When welt'ring in the bright-defcending beams, 
Thinks of green fields, and cool refrcfhing ftrcams : 
The mofly fountain, and the bubbling Ipring, 
Arch'd wUh thick ftiades, in which the warblers fing : 
He meditates beneath the burning fky ; 
Pants for the ftream, and he muft drink or die. 
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The 



The ARGUMENT. 

Meienius again endeavours to dijpel the heavy gloom thai 
(werjhades his dijconjolate Friend. With this defign he denies 
the Fall of Man, will not admit of the notion of eternal pu^- 
ni/hment, and urges a dependance upon Divine Mercy. But 
finding Evander unaffe£Ud with the force offuch covfidtra" 
iions^ he concludes that his diflrefs arifes from a melancholy 
difpofitiony and advifes to chearful company^ and gay amufe- 
ments. 




W : » 



GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 

DIALOGUE the FIFTH. 

EVANDER. METiENTUS. 

MET^ENTUS. 

INDEED my Friend it much requires my blame* 
That you refolvedly purfue the fame 
Dejefied courfe. Not one beneath the fky. 
Would more finccrely join your grief than I» 
If there was Reafon : but the virtuous mind 
To dull dejeflion fliould not be inclind; 
For Ihe through Thought's wide field may wander 

unconfind; 

May trace the heart's profound recefs, nor fear 
To face whatever lies in fecret there; 
With pleafure all around may caft her eye^ 
And view her fmiling offspring, Peace and Joy; 
Exulting fee her noble building rife, 
And from its fummit gain her native fkies. 

EVANDER. 

Had white-rob'd Innocence ne'er left our Plains-, 
But dwelt (he flill where black Pollution reigns, 
Moft juft were your remarks ; but fince dire Guilt 
Hath thrown the Fabric down that Virtue built, 
Amidft thefe wide-fpread Ruins (he in vain» 
On this foundation feeks to build again 
Before the ground be <:lcard. 



•^ 



64 GRACE TRIU MP HAKT. 

MET^ENTUS. 

What fome fuppofe 
Of Nature's Fall, and its fubfequcnt woes 
I apprehend erroneous. Heav'ns high King 
Would ne'er permit fuch dreadful ills to fpring 
Within his vaft dominions : if they may, 
He rules the Univerfe with carelefs fway. 

EVANDER. 

As he hath given the choice of Good or 111, 
Without compulfion to the human Will: 
If thefc free Beings plunge in endlefs Flame, 
Who the Great Ruler of the Ikies can blame ? 

MET^EKTUS. 

* Behold the frame of Nature, think how fair, 

How curious and exaft its movements are. 

To days's great Monarch turn your wond'ring fight, 

Intenfe he burns, and flames with beamy light ; 

Fills the vaft Solar Syftem full of day ; 

And deep in Night's dark bofom fhoots his ray: 

Around his throne the circling Planets run, 

And each far-wheeling owns the cent'ral Sun ; 

Lightly he fecms to fkim along the iky. 

Though Mountains, Kingdoms, Continents, on him lie: 

Vaft Forefts wave along his fhaggy fides. 

And Oceans roll around him as he rides; 

The howling Wind with ceafelefs fury blows. 

And rob'd in hov'ring clouds and ftorms he goes : 

Black on one fide as night, he takes his way, 

The other fhines in all the beams of day : 

Thu* 
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Thus fwlft he whirls along the hcav'nly road, 
And bears through Exhtx the prodigious load; 
Nor yet at large with carelefs courfe they fly, 
Through fields of fpace, the Vagrants of the fky : 
But each his Orb regards with due concern, 
And keeps the deflin d hour of his return. 
So nice hath Nature's all-creating King 
Contriv d her wheels, and balanced every fpring, 
So carefully adjufted all her round. 
And with fuch force her airy circles bound. 
But can the natural world fuch care employ. 
And his more perfeft work the moral lie 
So ruinous ! fhall that which needs it moft, 
For want of prudent government, be loft ? 
Would he whofe laws the Univerfe confin d. 
At random leave the movements of the Mind? 
Can he, whofe Goodnefs through Creation runs, 
Negleft the care of his peculiar Sons, 
And let fuch poifon in their nature grow. 
To glut the vengeance of a vanquifh'd Foe ? 

Abfurd ! and monftrous ! 

EVAJVDER. 

But the great firft Caufc, 
Governs not moral Agents by thofe laws 

That bind material objefts: 

MET^EJVTUS. 

I fuppofe 
That all created life joins to compofe 
One mighty Syftem ; one ftupendous Chain 
Of varied Being ; not one order vain 
In the vaft whole, which rifes from the clod 
Of lifelefs matter to th'eternal God : 

K Who 
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Who at the head of his creation ftands. 
And holds the Chain of Being in his hands. 
In every part exafi, complete, and full. 
And all confpires to form a perfefi whole. 

EVAXDER. 

What place in this great Chain do you fuppofc 
Man occupies 

MET^ENTUS. 

That the Creator knows 
Whofe eye takes in the whole : but in the throng 
Can we fuppofe he plac'd this Creature wrong? 
He feems the narrow Ifthmus that divides 
The two vaft oceans, and the fwelling tides 
Of Spirit and Matter : his life is fuch, 
And his tumultuous Paffions fpeak as much : 
But this we know, whatever place he fills. 
He firmly ftands fecure from all thofe ills 
Which moll apparently would undermine « 
His end of Being, and his whole defign 
In the creation. If we grant there may 
One race of Beings e'er be torn away 
From its fix d ftation, firft by Heav'n affign d, 
Gods Moral Government is undermin d, 
And Chain of Being broken: hence would fpring 
Horrible difcord: Heav n s eternal King 
No longer governs in his vaft Domain ; 
But uproar wide, and mad confufion reign. 

EVANDER. 



However plaufable this fcheme may feem. 
It anfwers not to Fa6ls : and thefe I deem 
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No reafoning can o'crturn. God's wond'rous Plan 
Its height and depth can ne'er be reach'd by Man. 
All clear it lies before the great Unknown ; 
But clouds and darknefs hover round his throne. 
Deep in his bofom lies his great Decree, 
Nor can his vaft Defigns be known by thee : 
Such giddy heights we Mortals blindly foar, 
And idly reafon but to err the more. 
Submit we then to what's reveal'd: and here. 
Two orders of created Life, appear, 
Perverted from their firft defign, and thrown 
From height of blifs, to depths of woe unknown. 
Againft them both Almighty Vengeance burns, 
And Heav'n's averted favour ne'er returns ; 
But ever bar'd are all the doors of Blifs : 
What Link in your eternal Chain is this ? 

MET^EJitUS. 

Concerning Angels and their blifs or woe, 
Or Man s eternal ftate, we little know : 
Why fhould we then fuch dark conclufions raifc 
As injure heav'nly goodnefs ? Let us praife 
• The Great Creator : all his works are fair, 
And all partake of his paternal care : 
To punifli Vice, and Virtue to reward 
Witiout fuch dire extremes, is his regard : 
The ehd of things our Thoughts in vain purfue, 
Nor can we his extent of Empire view ; 
But 'till his goodnefs gives us clearer light, 
Here let us reft, •* What ever is, is right," 

• K2 EVAX- 
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EVAKDER. 

A thorny pillow this muft be at beft, 
On fuch my weary Mind can take no reft ; 
Far other ftrains to my poor Soul belong, 
In her alas ! Whatever is, is wrong ; 
Her Reafon, Knowledge, Virtue : all her boaft 
Sinks into nothing ; for fhc muft be loft, 
And loft for ever ! thus my fears prefage. 
And fuch the language of the facred page. 

MEK^EJiTUS. 

If virtuous Men the temp' rate and the juft, 
The Chafte, the Wife, and Good, muft die accurft: 

If errors and miftakes can caufe Heav'n's Ire, 

And the divine perfeftions all confpire 

To punifli them for ever ; tell me where 

The fons of Luft and Violence appear ? ' 

The wretch that marks his way with fcenes of bloody 

AH Vice purfues, and treads down every Good ; 

While daring heights his oaths and curfes rife, 

Blaft all around him, and blafpheme the (kies. 

EVAXDER. 

I by comparifon fliall not be try'd : 
Nor can by other s Crimes be juftify d. 

MET^ENTUS. 

But tell me what you think of Heav'n s Supreme^ 
Is he all fire and fury ! not one beam 
Of heav nly Mercy ! no Forgivenefs found, 
Nor foft rdentings all the Ikies around ! 

Does 
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Does Wrath and Vengeance fill the bleft abode ! 
And is there no Compaffion in a God? 

E VA J^D E R. 

Though great his Mercy; Juftice bears me down."! 

MEliEJV'TUS. 

If the Moft High can ne'er on Mercy frown, j 

,But like a Star (he glitters in his Crown ; J 

Some way to aft 'tis plain fhe muft explore ; 
If fuch (he finds not, Mercy is no more : 
But frowning Juftice would terrific rife, 
And Mercy fink degraded from the fkies. 

EVAJ^DER. 

Mercy has found a way in which (he (hines 
Supremely bright : but who that way declines,* 
Defpifes, and denies ; muft be content 
To take the confequence : 'tis this hath rent 

My hope and peace ; and my alarmed breaft, 
' Without forgivenefs, ne'er can be at reft : 

Nor will the bare conjedure ferve my turn, 

But all my pow'rs for certain Knowledge bum-. 

MET^EJ^TUS. 

Unthankful Man ! how coldly he receives 
The various good his bounteous Maker gives ! 
He makes the Lord of all by his Decree, 
And bids his whole Creation bow to thee ; 
For thee the Sun, for thee the Planets fhine. 
All that the teeming Earth brings forth is thine. 



To 
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To fwell thy Blifs the vernal Breezes blow ; 

And Oceans roll to waft thee all below : 

But difcontented ftill thy murmurs rife ; 

With gloomy look thou view'ft the fmiling fkics: 

Sullying with foul reproach th'eternal Throne, 

Thou dar ft to pine for what he gives to none; 

And thus refolv'd to murmur and complain, 

Suns fhine, Winds blow, and Oceans roll in vain. 

EVAXDER. 

The Sovereign Lord of all things ne'er deCgn d, 
With earthly good to fill an empty mind : 
Nor can (whatever random fchcmes are built) 
Nature s bright fmiles difpel the Frowns of Guilt. 

MET^ENTU S. 

Much you miftake the Fountain of your woes : 
It is not Guilt from whence your trouble flows ; 
But the diforder lurks amongft your blood, 
The heart moves flow ; it ftruggles with its load, 
And in each Artery lags the lazy flood : 
It through each winding creeps, with dull delay. 
Swells the full vein, and heavy heaves away : 
Diftrefling thoughts in confequence we find. 
For oft the Body4i<9ates to the Mind : 
Hence fears fo weak, fo wild, are on you brought. 
The Froth of Fancy ! and the foam of Thought ! 



EVANDER. 

Perhaps they're not fo light. 



M Xfi NE- 
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MET^EJiTUS. 

1 muft declare 

The caufc of all your Griefs is light as air; 
Hath no exiftcnce but what Fancy gives, 
And only in your own Idea lives. 
But beyourfelf ; fcom to be thus confined; 
Affert the native Freedom of your Mind : 
Roufe your negleflcd Reafon ; nor difdain 
, The friendly Pow'r that feeks to break your Chain { 
Shake off all dulnefs^ feek your chearfiil Friends ; 
And frequent chearful places. 

EVANDER. 

. — — To what tends. 
To eafe my anxious heart it would be wife 
To lend an ear: but what you now advifc 
Is the rcverfe, would not at all affuage 
My rifing griefs, but give them greater rage. 
Oh ! how I long to find celeftial aid, 
Deep in the bofom of fome awful fhade, 
Beneath the aged Oak whofe ftately form 
Long flood the bluft'ring of the winter ftorm : 
But with confuming centuries worn away. 
Stands great in age, and noble in decay : 
The fliortpale Mofs his various fraftures hides. 
Dark Ivy creeps around his rotten fides^ 
While the bare arms expanded to the Ikies 
Above the trunk in awful ruin rife : 
There the hoarfe Raven croaks the day along ; 
Within the Screech-owl hovers o'er her young ; 
There by fome winding brook that murm'ring flows, 
rd look to Heav n, and pour out all my woes. 

METJEJf'- 
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MET^EXTUS. 

Your choice befpeaks your prcfcnt turn of Mind : 
But long I hope you will not be confin d 
To grief and dulnefs ; but great Reafon s Ray 
Will break upon you with a flood of day, 
Difpel the Gloom, and chace your Griefs away. 
And that the happy time may foon begin. 
Think on your Virtue, and forget your Sin. 

EVAJSfDER. 

If fo to think my grievance could redrefs. 
Or heal my foul ; I had not known diftrefs : 
There was a time and fince it is not long, 
I knew no fin ; and thought my Virtue ftrong. 
Mighty to fave, whene'er it fliould be try'd ; 
And rich in thought I gloried in my pride. 
But now, this Building thunders on my head^ 
And what I thought my glory ftrikes me dead. 
The Merchant thus, on India's golden ihores. 
His ftately Pinnance freights with coftly fiores ; 
Then the white canvas fpreads to catch the breeze, 
And fmoothly glides along the level Seas ; 
His rich invoices counts with confcious Pride, 
And thus exulting fhoots along the tide ; 
But foon the profpeft darkens ; ere his eyes 
Behold Good Hopes Promontory duflcy rife. 
Black clouds and ftorms obfcure the chearful Iky, 
Deep thunders roar, and flaftiing lightnings fly : 
The gulhing tempeft fweeps along the fea, 
And fcarce his veffel rides the foamy way ; 
Aghafl he views the Horrors of the main, 
And trembling fees his Truft become his Bane; 
But left his weighty ftores fhould make his Grave, 
He plunges all his Wealth beneath the Wave. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Mneas, in order to give Evander a clear view of the way of 
Salvation by Chrift^ lays before him theJlaU of all maniind by 
Mature, and infifis on the NeceffUy of Regeneration. He main-- 
tains ihefreenefs and fauereignty of Grace, and again advifes 
tofeek the Redeemer. Evander, though he is deeply convinced 
of Jin, fees fomething of the Glory of Chrijl, and feels this 
doBrine fuitablc to his cafe, can by no fneans be perfuaded to 
accept of a free Salvation. 
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DIALOGUE the SIXTH. 

EVANDER. AENEAS. 

« 

EVAJV^DER. 

IS there no hope ? no way to ftill the florm 
Of Wrath divine ? is there no method left 
T'appeafe this tumuh, and make peace with God? 
None I no ray of light ! but darknefs wide, 
Eternal darknefs clofes on my Soul! 
N^ked, defencelefs, and forlorn I ftand, ' 

Aghaft, and fhivering ! while the frowning Ikies 
Lower horror o'er my head, Earth {hakes beneath me; 
The vengeful lightnings in the Zenith blaze, 
And the big tempeft burfting from the Ikies, 
Pours its full roar upon me. Could I find. 
Or hope to find, a refuge from this rage, 
A covert from the tempeft and the ftorm, 
How would the thought revive me ? but I fink 
Deeper and deeper in this Gulph of woe. 
Oh, that the pow'r that meafures out our days, 
And governs Life and Death would grant* my wifti; 
Spent out with grief, and wearied down with woes. 
Fain would I fhelter in Death's peaceful fhade, 
And hide me in the Grave. There anguifh fleeps, 
And there the weary reft. But, ah, what reft I 
If the immortal Spirit lives through Death, 
And blazes inftant forth with brighter fires, 
Vigorous and ftrong to bear eternal pain. 

L ^ Oh 
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Oh what a date ! and how the profpeA fhakes me. 

To be for ever baniflb'd from the day ! 

And piung'd in utter darknefs ! t' ire accurs'd 

Under the frown of Hcav'n. To feel the force 

Of his full-voUied Wrath, whofe powerful hand 

Can fliake the bafis of the Univerfe, 

And dafli the Earth to atoms : then to mix 

With horrid Demons, who being flung with rage. 

And mad with anguifh, fling about the flames ; 

Fill Hell with uproar, gnaftiing bite the ground. 

And ftorming curfe the (kies from whence they fell. 

Though barely poflible, a ftate like this 

Might make the hardened Sinner wildly flare. 

Drop pleafurc's cup untafled from his lip. 

Arid flartle into madnefs. But if fure. 

Is there a wretch fo hardy that he can 

Behold the thought and live ? And is that ftate 

Thus fure to me ? Eternal King forbid ! 

Forbid it all ye awful Pow'rs divine ! 

If yet compaflion dwells in heav'ply breafls, 

Oh fave me from diftra£lion ! give me hope J 

But flill what hope? li not the dreadful God 

That I offended refolutely juft ? 

Is not his awful Juflice, and his Truth, 

And every Attribute divine engag'd, 

To vindicate the honour of his Throne, 

And punifh fuch as me ? But let me hold ; 

Nor headlong plunge into that vaft deftrufiion 

To which this path Would lead me. All this anguifh 

Arifes from refleding on myfelf ; 

Of this ^neas warn d me, and advis'd 

To feek the Great Redeemer. Could I hope 

To 
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To find acceptance gladly would I feek. 

Yet who can tell ? perhaps this glorious Perfon 

Who fac'd eternal Juftice in man's ftead, 

And pour'd his Blood to fave him ; if I feek 

Now, every refuge fails, and every hope. 

And in the laft extremity pour out 

My foul in all the bittemefs of grief 

Before hts Throne ; will grant one ray of light, 

One glimpfe to lead me through ttis horrid darknefs. 

That may indeed be felt. But why flhould I 

ExpeS relief from him? What gen'rous mind 

So bafely treated, could I fupplicate 

In my diftrefs, that would not in a moment 

Flame with refentment, and difdain to hear ? 

How then can I expefl: it from a God ? 

Equal in dignity, command, and pow'r. 

With heav n's Eternal, Infinite, Supreme ? 

A God ! dilhonour d, difobey'd, and fcorn d ! 

Yet as the cafe now Hands, 'tis Wifdom's voice 

That bids me feek. No other pow'r can help. 

If I refufe to afkhis potent aid, 

I furely perifli : worfe I (hall not find. 

Or deeper fall, if he refufe to hear. 

Oh, would he kindly condefcend to give; 

But the faint glimmering of a doubtful Hope 

That my eternal Ruin is not fix'd. 

But ft ill I ftand within the reach of Mercy ; 

From the reviving thought my foul would take 

Frefti courage ; and with patience wait his will. 

His holy word this queftion muft refolve. 

Ready at hand the facred volume lies ; 

And though I tremble to behold the page» 

Whofc 
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Whofe thund'ring threats fo oft have fhook my foul, 

Refolv'd I open and attend my doom. 

Say thou, great Fountain of eternal Truth ! 

Thou only Saviour found for fallen Man ! 

Whofe Spirit lives and breathes in every line 

Of this blefs'd Book ; Oh, fay I is't poffible 

A wretch fo vile may Tcape thy vengeful ire, 

And gain thy high forgivenefs ? Quick as thought 

The ready anfwer, like the lightning's blaze 

Flafhes upon me. If thou canft believe 

All things are pofTible to him that believeth: 

The open'd book, and my direfted eye 

Catches the queftion. inilantaneous thus, 

And gives fo ftrange an anfwer. Chance, I think» 

This cannot be. But what it means I know not : 

I nc er obferv'd the facred page to hold 

Such words as thefe, and now they much confound mc: 

Why fliould believing fuch acceptance gain, 

And claim fuch wond'rous favour? Strange indeed! 

EVAND ER. jEJVEAS. 

JEKEAS. 

I grieve, my Friend, to hear you ftill complain. 
And that my laft advice was urg'd*in vain : 
None but the great Redeemer of our Race 
Can give relief to man^ in fuch a cafe : 
I hop d ere norw your fuppliant Soul had found - 
A cure from him for that corrofive wound 

That gives your pain 

EVAX- 
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EVAJ^DtiR. 

Whene'er I raife my eyes 
To the Redeemer, I behold him rife 
Dreadfully grand, intolerably bright ; 
He flafhes on me like a blaze of light, 
His awful majefty employs my gaze, 
And all my Soul is ftirivled with his rays ; 
Methinks I view keen lightning in his eye. 
And fee the ruddy flames of vengeance fly. 
To blafl; the guilty wretch that durft his Blood deny. 

^J^EAS. 

The fulgent King of day oft have I known. 
When the broad horizon fupports his throne, 
A fiery orb that fwells upon the fight, ^ 

Wrapt in red flame, and glowing crimfon light; 
But when he drives his burning wheels on high. 
And fliining gains a fegment of the fky, 
With milder glories crown'd, and brighter beams, 
Smiling along the heav'nly arch he flames. 
So when the great Redeemer firft appears. 
To the poor Sinner trembling with his fears. 
In veftures dip'd in blood, he fees him rife, 
The Hope of Earth, and Glory of the Skies I 
He fees, but trembles at his awful nod. 
Glowing with wrath, and dreadful feems the God. 
But foon the Saviour fhews a milder face, 
Free in his Love, and boundlefs in his Grace ; 
He then with rapture fees him mount on high, 
And all his foul expanding fwells with joy. 

EVAJV- 
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EVANDER. 

Dreadful he feems Indeed : oh, could I iky, 
This is the morning of a glorious day ; 
But Guilt, dire Guilt denies ; . 

JENEAS, 

'Twas Guilt that ftood, 

The only reafon why he pour d his Blood : 

And when his Gr^ce the faving ftream applies. 
Full in our view he makes this monfter rife ; 

In his own hateful form the Fiend appears, 

The Soul affrighted flies, and chill with fears ; 

Her ev'ry ancient hiding-place fhe tries ; 

The Demon clofe purfues her as Ihe flies ; 

Till hunted out where'er fhe feeks to hide ; 

At lafl fhe gladly runs to him that died. 

EVAKDER. 

But can this great Redemption be apply d 
To fuchbold Crimes as mine? 

MNEAS. 

No guilt fo great 

As the Redeemer's gaodnefs to defeat, 

Nor yours more great than mine. On all mankind. 
This dire Contagion rages ; and we find 

Not one exempt. Before th'eternal Throne 

All mouths are llop'd; and all their guilt muft own: 

Adam's firft Fall corrupted all his Sons ; 

In every flream the bitter fountain runs, 

Nor 
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Nor love, nor wrath, Man's innate madnefs quells : 
But all his father in his foul rebels. 
AH are by Heav n's unalterable word - 
Concluded under Sin. None are prefer'd, 
As in themfelves more worthy. Equal here, 
The moft refin'd, the moft exaft appear, 
And the moft guilty of our fallen Race : 
Whoe er is fav'd muft ftill be fav d by Grace ; 
And come to Chrift as finfuL 

EVAjV^DElt. 

Such difcourfe 
I always look'd upon as void of force, 
And libellous on Nature. Grant her fall, 
Can {he be abfolutely loft to all 
That's wife and good ; while Heav'n againft her tiimS, 
And points to where eternal Vengeance burns? 
The worthy names that fwell the heathen page. 
And virtuous men in this enlighten'd age, 
Speak better things ; and Nature feeras more fair : 
The work of God; ahd worthy of his care. 

jEJ^EAS. 

When with his train the great Jehovah flies. 
In chariots of Salvation down the ikies. 
He fills the Heav'ns with brightncfs, Earth with praifc, 
And low in duft all Man s perfedion lays: 
No flefh may glory in his prefence : he 
Stands full refolv'd; it is his fixd decree, 
In triumph o'er the haughty heart to ride. 
And ftain the glory of all human pride. 

M Hence 
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Hence 'tis proclaimed; and by his awful nod. 
The (lamp of Heaven, the fandion of a God : 
It (lands enforced ; the (kics revere the found. 
And bear the fcntence all the Globe around; 
That none of Adam's fons can fee his face. 
Except they're born again, by pow'rfiil Grace. 

EVAKDER. 

But is there nothing truely worthy found. 
And plea(ing to her God on Nature's ground ? 

JEXEAS. 

Where the renowned Tyber rolls his flood, 

Majedic Rome in matchlefs grandeur flood. 

And though her glory's vnow in ruin thrown. 

Yet the falFn column and the mouldering ftone. 

The mofs-grown marble, the infcription blind. 

The headlefs ftatue, and the tow'r inclin'd. 

Such traces (hew, though in confulion hurl'd. 

As fpeak her once the Miftrefs of the World« 

So Human Nature tho' (he's wholly loft 

To all the glories Innocence can boafl, 

Majeftic, tho' in ruin, awful flands, 

And (hews plain marks of her Creator s hands: 

Still in her frame fuch curious touches fliine 

As fpeak her great original Divine. 

Her ancient reditude and glory tell. 

And (hew the God-like height from which flie fell ; 

But as the ruins of triumphant Rome, 

Could ne'er be brought to form a flately dome. 

Without fre(h workman(hip: thus Nature lies. 

So ruinous in her great Maker s eyes. 

Her 
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Her works can neer he plcafing to his view. 
Till by his SovVeign Power fhts formed anew. 

EVAKDER. 

That e'er unerring Wifdom (hould bring forth. 
What needs amendment, or a fecond birth, 
I apprehend not. But as you maintain 
This faft as certain, make it alfo plain ; 
And fay how the great Sov'reign of the Ikies, 
Proceeds to make this new Creation rife. 

MJ^EAS. 

As fome great artift by his fl;ru£lure's known 
To fuit his bufinefs rends the rugged ftone, 
Then fliapcs it to his purpofe, fmooths, and lays 
In the fair Edifice he means to raife : 
So the great Architeft, the King of Grace, 
From Nature's ruins rends his ranfom'd race, 
Moulds to his fov'reign Will, and deigns to raife, 
Of fuch rude ftones, a Temple to his praife. 
A ftrufture form'd, the former to excel. 
And in this Temple condefcends to dwell. 

EVAKDER. 

But in this work thus rifing at his nod, 
How may we trace the Finger of the God? 

jEJ^EAS. 

When great Jehovah from his awful throne 
Defcends with pow'r, and makes his prefence known, 
To fave the Sinner ; like a tfwo-edg'd fword. 
Shining and fharp he whets his quickening word, 

M2 By 
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By his own Spirit, is his word apply d, 
And his firft ftroke is IcveFd at our Pride. 
While we refift he follows on the blow. 
Breaks the flout heart, and lays the Sinner low. 
Stung with the wound, and raging with the pain. 
He feeks all Nature through, but feeks in vain : 
To every refuge runs to fet him free. 
But all Creation cries, 'tis not in me. 
His confcious wound, with growing fury bums. 
At laft he to his fcorn d Redeemer turns. 
The Great Redeemer hears his eameft cries. 
And drives his love-pav d chariot down the flcics ; 
Comes to his fuccour; pardons all his Sin; 
All bright and glorious makes him ftiine within 3 
Implants the principles he can approve. 
Gives a new heart, and fills it full of love. 
This Love excludes aii fear : theil he obeys, 
With fweet delight; and walks in wifdom'§ ways ; 
With growing joy, he owns his native lof$. 
And glories ip the Doftrine of the Crofs. 

EVANDER. 

Happy indeed, (hould my ftrong terrors tend. 
To fo defirable, fo great an end; 
But all my Soul, my Heart, and Thoughts are fuoh,^ 
It feems too large, too glorious, and too much 

For fuch as me to hope 

£J\rEAS. 

This heav nly Prize 
Exceeds conception : and its glories rife. 
Where Hope not dares to foar. Yet this is givei^» 
By the rich boxmty of indulgent Hcavn. J' 

Tis 
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'Tis not by works that we have done : yet ftill 
A fov'reign God beftows. And if he will, 
He gives it to the vileft and the worft, 
While the full fountain ftreams for all that thirft. 
No longer then delay his GracC/to prove, 
Seek the rich Gift, receive his promised Love. 

EVAJ^DER. 
Can God love fuch as me? 

JE.NEAS. 

Why not, my Friend ? 

EVANDER. 

4 

Can God Ipve Sin, or unbelief commen4 ? 

MNEAS. 

He always Sin beholds with angry face, 
But loves the Sinner that fhall feel his Grac^, 

EVANDER. 

In other light his word this notion dates, 
He loves the Righteous, but the Wicked hates. 

- MNEAS. 

But in what region, clime, or on what ground, 
3ay, my Evander ! is the righteous found. 

EVANDER. 

Yet if our nature np perfe^lion knows, 
But this fair plant in brighter regions grows ; 

Docs 
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Does not obedience in the human race 

Caufe God's high love, and go before his Grace? 

JEKEAS. 

Without his Grace none can obey his laws» 
And no effe6l can go before its caufe. 

EVANDER. 

Can Man do nothing then his Grace to move? 

JENEAS. 

Can th^infinitely holy God approve 
Of imperfedion? what befpeaks his love. 
Is his own work : this hell fucceed and blefs. 
And to th'aflembled Univerfe confefs. 
Wrathful he views, and always will defpife 
The works of Man. by which he feeks to rife. 
He's full of folly tho' he'd fain be wife : 
His moral deeds, and all that* s on them built. 
Are fure to fall, and prove but fplendid guilt. 
His works of art the fire of Heav'n will melt. 
And not one mark remain where once he dwelt. 

EVAXDER. 

But how if this be true, can we explain 
God's moral government, or how maintain 
Mankind's free agency ? — 

JENEAS. 

It is not given 
To us to comprehend the ways of Heaven. 
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The World by Wifdom knows not God, nor can 
His works of Grace be circumfcrib'd by Man. 
Such heights as thefe our Reafon can't attain. 
And Angels flron^er pinions mount in vain. 
But that this work is fure, the proof is flrong, \ 

Though the proud Reas'ner with blafphemous tongue > 
Arraign this condu&, and pronounce it wrong. ) 

EVANDER. 

What is this proof? 

£NEAS. 

Full proof aflent demands, 
Where the Apoftle of the Gentiles ftands. 
Behold him plead before th'attentive King, 
Obferve his plea, and your objefiion bring. 

EVAJ^DER. 

Saint PauFs Converfion s not a common cafe. 
So nothing, proves : 

JENEAS. 

It proves the pow'r of Grace. 
Proves that th' Almighty works with conquering hand. 
Nor can the Will of Man his pow'r withftand. 

EVANDER. 

But Paul obey'd the heav'nly voice, and prov'd 
A willing fervant to the Lord he lov'd. 

jEJSTEAS. 

Yes, in the day ofpow'rhefuch muH be. 
And fo is every one as well as he ; 

But 
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But when his bofom glow'd with impious fire. 
And all his fpirits flam'd with fierce defire 
T'abolifh Jefus' Name, his church confound. 
And (hake the infant building to the ground : 
Can it be thought, while in fuch paths he trod^. 
He gaind by works the favour of his God? 

EVANDER. 

How did he gain it then ? 

JE.NEAS. 

It tieeds mufl be. 
Not gain'd by works, but fovereign and free ; 
Still to the bright example turn your face, 
Where wrote in fun-beams fhines refiftlefs Grace. 
See the fierce Perfecutor madly rage, 
Againft the Lord of Life : behold him wage 
War with the Ikies ; and mov d by hellifh flame. 
Seek to deftroy the Followers of the Lamb. 
The heav nly Pow'rs behold with deep amaze. 
And wonder why th' avenging flxoke delays, 
Around the throne impatient Lightnings fly. 
And the rein d Thunder mutters in the fley. 
But different counfels heav n s great Father move, 
And his expelled vengeance proves his love. 
His Love and Grace unite with powerful blaze, 
Ruih on the Rebel with refifUefs rays ; 
Swift through his foul, th'cnlight'ning glories run^ 
And the audacious Foe becomes a Son ! 

EVAJf- 
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EVAJ^DER. 

Beyond conception happy, furc are they. 
That Heav'n regards in this triumphant "way^ 
But it were blind prcfumption to fuppofc 
Such great events as thcfe await my woes: 
Yet would I learn what might my grief decreafe, 
And teach my fteps to find the way of Peace. 

jEJ/EAS. 

If Peace you d find, look frorayourfelf my Friend, 
And to your Saviour s fpotlefs worth attend : 
There lies your Peace, and there it lies fecure; 
With blood 'tis purchas'd, and it muft be fure. 

EVAKDER. 

Nothing but terror/rom myfelf I find. 
And if on high I raife my finking mind^ 
It rages mOre ; 

£XEAS. 

'Tis not in man to give. 
The powerful word that bids the Sinner live. 
But raife your conftant fuit to him that died, 
The humble Soul was never yet deny'd ; 
With patience wait, he'll foon with fmiling nod. 
Break through the cloud aiid (hew himfelf ^your God. 
Then will your foul afcend on Eagle's wing, 
Frefh wonders view, and his Salvation fing. 
So oft when mifls exclude the morning ray, 
And dark-wing'd fpgs hang heavy on the day, 

N The 
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The Sun at noon throws out a powerful blaze, 
Axid flafhes through the darknefs with his rays ; 
Far from his throne the floating vapour flies. 
The clouds he fcatters, and clears up the ikies ; 
The hills, the vales, and ftreams then ihine around; 
With brighter green the woods and fields are crown d : 
The diftant tow'rs and mountains rife in fight. 
And the whole azure concave flames with light. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Evandcr is rejlortd to comfort^ end joy in believing^ at d 
time when, and in a way he leajl expeSUd it ; he is fully con-' 
vinced, that neither his Dijlrejsy nor his Deliverance^ had their 
foundation in natural caufeSy but proceeded from the mighty power 
of God. Sylvia isfurprifed at the fuddennefs of the Change, 
but rejoices in it, and joins Evandef in the acknowledgement of 
an Almighty Poiver producing the defired event; but rather 
advifes him to moderate his Joy, and turn his attention to 
xoorldly affairs. 
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E VANDER. SYLVIA. 

EVANDER: 

WHAT can this mean ? which way foe er I turn, 
Thofc fecming kind, but yet myfterious words. 
Late in fo ftrange a manner brought upon me, 
Purfue my fteps, and beaC upon my mind. 
Perhaps they bring feme meaning which as yet 
I apprehend not. Strange it feems to me. 
That the whole weight of heav'nly Favour rcfts 
Upon believing. How can this be true ? 
But I no longer cavil with my Maker : 
His word declares it, and his word will fiand. 
Then let me lowly bend before his Throne, 
And gladly recolleft the word he gives. 
All things are poffible ! if fo, the great 
Important Qucftion which my Soul purfues 
Is not as yet determined. Still I may 
Obtain his Favour, and enjoy his Love, 
He ftill has power to pardon Grimes like mine, 
St) great his Mercy, and fo large his Grace. 
What then prevents ? Why, if thou canft believe 
There lies the Queftion : on this fingle Hinge 
Turns an Eternity of Blifs or Woe ! 
Let me coniider ; do not I believe ? 
Yes, like the Devils, I believe and tremble. 
But what avails it ? That can never be 

What 
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What this believing means. Could fuch belief 

Avert God's Vengeance ; or procure his Love, 

Then every Fiend would find it. Hence 'tis clear, 

Neither a cold Affent, nor ftrong Conviftion 

That fills the Soul with terror, is that Faith 

Which Heav n approves. Thus gaining what 'tis not. 

Let me advance in queft of what it is. 

Perhaps 'tis thus ; to take the oflFer d Good, 

Receive the Promife, reft upon the Word, 

And fix it in my Soul, as meant to me. 

Precious indeed were fuch Belief as this ; 

'Twould give the whole my anxious Heart purfues, 

Banifh my Sorrows, and reftore that Joy 

So long a Stranger to my weary breaft. 

But how ftiall I attain it ? Human ftrength 

Is weaknefs here, and all our wifdom vain. 

As well I may attempt to reach the ftars. 

As by my native pow'rs to gain this Faith. 

Yet what Man's uttmoft efforts can't attain 

By ceafelefs labour, Heav'n's free bounty gives. 

Hence becomes manifeft the pow'r of God ; 

The work is his, and his alone the praife. 

Then let me a(k of him, by Heav'n proclaim'd, 

The Author and the Finiflier of Faith ; 

Who the rich Empire rules of heav'nly Grace, 

And gives to whom he will. It is moft true 

I am unworthy; and his fiery Law 

Might juftly follow my defert to Hell. 

But many a Sinner hath obtain'd of thee, 

Oh thou moft Worthy, to receive the praife 

Of Man's Salvation! Pardon, Grace, and Love, 

Unmerited. To thee alone I look ; 

And 
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And in thy precious all-prevailing Name, 
Prefume to fall before thy Father s Throne. 
Behold, Great God ! here lying at thy foot 
The vileft of thy creatures. One whofe crimes 
Have dar d thy Vengeance : and thy riling Wrath 
Might juftly long ere now have flaming thrown 
To bottomlefs Perdition. One who durft 
Not have prefum'd to fpeak a word before thee, 
Had not the riches of thy Grace reveal'd. 
And pard'ning Mercy flowing through thy Son 
To the moft vile and guilty of our Race 
Encourag d, tho' with trembling, thus to come 
And beg for life. Of my own work I bring 
Nothing but Guilt, and as its confequence, 
Dejedion, Mifery, Fear, and dire Difmay. 
Yet thou, all-glorious, everlafting God ! 
Let not thy Lightnings flafli, nor Thunders roar. 
While a poor abjefi wretch, worthlefs and vile . 
As Sin can make him, dares to fupplicate 
Thy great Forgivenefs. I my righteous deeds 
The bed, time paft can boaft; or time to come 
From fuch a weak foundation hope to raife. 
With full abhorrence utterly renounce. 
As vile and hateful : more deferving wrath, 
Than fit to recommend me to thy Love. 
But thy dear Son hath pour d his ilreaming Blood 
To fave fuch Sinners ; and in him is merit 
Sufficient for the work. Were my dread Guilt 
Weighty enough to fink thy whole Creation. 
This all-atoning Stream by Faith apply'd 
Would take away the whole. Permit me then 
With deepeft humiliation at thy Throne, 

As 
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As is moft fit, to mourn my Unbelief; 

And beg that Faith which thou alone canft give. 

Oh thou all-gracious, all-creating Pow'r ! 

Whofc Spirit hovcr'd o'er the dark Abyfe 

Ere fnowy light was born ; and fpake the word, 

•• Let there be light," and light immediate fprung : 

Behold the horrid darknefs of my Soul, 

And give the powerful Word, let there be Faith, 

And Faith (hall be. I afk it in that name 

To which thy fov reign Promife ftands engaged. 

And thine acceptance by that Promife bound. 

To whofoe'er Ihall come. Firm as thy Throne 

Thy Promife ftands. Thou canft not falfify 

Thy heav'nly Word: thou canft not turn away 

From him that thou enableft thus to plead. 

What have I faid ? are not thefe words too bold 

To fpeak to the moft High ? But, on the wings 

Of that refplendent Promife in his Word ; 

In honour of the Great Redeemer made, 

That whofoever cometh in his Name, 

A gracious God will in no wife caft out ; 

As in a fiery chariot carried far 

Beyond myfelf; fuch language utterance gain*d. 

I hope I have not given offence : methinks 

A rifing Joy unlike whate er I knew. 

Which warms my breaft, and plays about my heart, 

Whifpers I have not ; and declares, that this 

Is that rich gift, that precious Faith ; for which 

I made my fupplication. Gracious Godf 

How great thy Goodnefs, and how free the Love, 

That while I was requefting, could beftow 

The greateft blefling which thou baft to give. 

To 
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To Man on Earth. Oh, how Ihall I exprcfs 
My thankfulnefs ? for here all language fails : 
*Tis joy unfpeakable, and full of Glory ! 
My fpirits flamCt I mount on eager wing :, 
My heart bums in me, and my foul's on fire. 
Lend me thy chariot. Oh triumphant Faith ! 
Thou that with eafe canft mount the bleft abodes. 
With fatisfaftion feaft on future Joys, 
And make a whole Eternity thy own ; 
Lend me thy Chariot, and thy Steeds of fire ; 
That mounting high above terrcftrial things, 
My ardent Soul may climb the nobU height 
Of Heav'n's eternal Throne, and 5^nd my God. 
See where he fits enthroned in dazzling light. 
Tempered with heav'ply mildnefs : on his brow 
Sits kind compaflion : fee, he looks upon me 
With condefcending goodnefs : Oh my Soul ! 
He fhines on thee, and fmiles eternal Love. 
Oh how I burn to meet him : how my heart 
Exulting cries, my Saviour, and my God. 
Oh how his glifl^ning eyes upon me ftiine ! 
And how his earning bowds kindle mine : 
Give way ye Angels that attend the Throne ! 
Let me approach, a,nd make my paflion known, 
l-et a poor Child of Duft his Iqcenfe bring ! 
With greater caufe than you can bogift, I fing ; 
A claim like mine' his goodnefs ne'^r deny'd ; 
You he created, but for me he dy d. 

O ' EVAJ^^ 
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EVAKDER. SYLVIA. 

SYLVIA. 

Indeed, Evaftdcr, 'tis too nrnch, and I 

Can bear no longer ; that you (hould dcfttoy 

Yourfelf and me in this determin d way. 

Exceeds the worft that envy has to fay. 

Three times the Sun has trac'd th'aetherial plain. 

Hath brought the months, the weeks, and days again. 

Since thefe uncommon troubles firft begun ; 

And ftill your thoughts the fame fad circle run : 

Ever regardlefs how each feafon goes, 

Hardened in grief, and brooding o'er your woes. 

It wounds my foul to hear you, day by day. 

Pour your complaint, and fee you wear away ; 
Once my delight and joy ! but grown, alas ! 

The fhadow now, of what Evander was. 

EVANDER. 

.When with rebukes for Sin, th'Almighty Pow'r 
Falls on our frame, it withers like a flower ; 
But the chaftis'd without one murm'ring word 
Should bear the indignation of the Lord : 
Sure is his promife, and his word is paft, 
That fuch corredion (hall not always laft ; 
For if his wrath fhould unremitting burn, 
And his reviving favour ne'er return. 
His heavy fcourge would over life prevail, 
The broken fpirit would before him fail. 
And Souls that he has made 
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SYLVIA. 

Such words as thefe, 
I muft confefs, Evander ! give me eafe : 
Never 'till now I heard you once fuppofe 
It poflible, you might out-live your woes ; 
But this great Promife riling on your mind, 
Gives me to hope the Joy not far behind. 
So when the morning flar with filvcr ray. 
Flames in the forehead of the rifing day ; 
With growing, joy we view the brightning Ikies, 
And mark the point from which the Sun s to rife. 

EVAJ^DER. 

The Sun is rifen ; and on his beamy throne 
Nor cloud nor darknefs lies. The ftorm's o'er-blown. 
The Morning fhines ; ferene is ail the fky : 
Love fills my heart ; and all my foul is Joy. 

SYLVIA. 

Your words rejoice my foul, but yet furprifc 
For whence a change fo fudden can arife 
I can't difccro. 

EVANDER. 

From the fupremely wife. 
Father of Spirits, who attends their weal; 
*Tis he that wounds, and he alone can heal : 
He ends the glorious Work, whofe hands begin, 
None but the mighty God can pardon Sin. 

O « SYL 
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SYLVIA. 

As you declared when firft thefc troubles rofc. 
That nothing could your raging Griefs compofe ; 
But knowledge of forgivenefs, much I fear d 
You'd not attain it : but it hath appear d 
I was miftaken : this great point is gain'd ; 
But fay, what means the happy end attain d ? 

EVAJ^DER. 

The Great Redeemer : he whoever lives 
To favour biirdend Sinners, he who gives 
Pardon and Peace. 'Tis by his high Command, 
And lively Faith in him, that now I ftand. 
In ways that claim my Wonder, he made known 
My Unbelief; and ftiew'd that this alone 
Was my Deftroyer. Then he gave me pow'r 
To pray for Faith ; and in that happy hour. 
While on my knees this Faith was kindly given. 
Swift on a fov reign Promife wing d from Hcav*n. 

SYLVIA. 

With wild furprife I faw your firange diftrcfs ; 
And your more ilrange deliverance claims no lefs : 
It muft arife from fome celeflial Aid ; 
For human Wifdom hath fo oft affay'd. 
And oft been foiFd, no hope from thence remain d. 

EVAJSTDER. 

But my Redeemer foon, the conqucft gain d. 

To him my grateful Heart would Altars raifc, 

■ <^ 

But all my powers are feeble in his praife. 

How 
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How fhall I flicw the glories of his face, 
Or how relate the wonders of his Grace, 
What thanks to him fufiicient can I give. 
Who faw me in my Blood, and bid me live ? 

SYLVIA. 

In your juft praifes I inoft gladly join, 
As your diftrefs, fo half your joys are mine : 
Oh may they long continue ! but be wife ; 
Reftrain your rapture,' moderate your joys ; 
This World requires regard, which in the mind 
That fwells with rapture we not often find. 

EVAJ^DER. 

May my Redeemer in whofe matchlefs praifc 
I hope to fpend the remnant of my days; 
Reign in my foul, direft each rifing thought^ 
And teach me how to do the thing I ought. 
But may my heart ne'er cold or carelefs prove : 
Cleave to the World, and wander from his Love. 
May he no more feeip little in my eyes : 
Oh for more Rapture ! oh for fttonger Joys ! 
With heart cnlarg'd before his Throne I bow. 
Nor ever faw a glimps of him till now : 
But oh, how great he rifes on my fight ! 
Breaking through darknefs^ all divinely bright. 
So when thick woods the Wanderer's feet invade 
And brown as evening overi^hangs the ftiade ; 
If fome fmall crevice gives the folar ray, 
And quivering pours the unexpeded day. 
Not Heav n's fair Bow in brighter colours fhines» 
The Sun's red rays extend in painted lines« 

He 
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He throws around his variegated beams, 

And o'er the fhade with peerlefs glory {beams. . 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Mnentus is Jurprifed at the Juddenntfs of the change in 
Evander's mind : however repugnant it appears to the eftabli/hed 
order of Nature^ he will not allow it to arijefrom any higher ' 
Source. He coils, on Evandcr to refume his Philofophical Sttf 
dies. Evander declines it ; and rejoices in that glorious Grac^^ 
which Meientus defpifes. 
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DIALOGUE the EIGHTH. 

E VAND ER. MEZ^ENtU S. 

EVAND ER. 

BUT let me guard with care againft the errors 
That rife from hot imagination. Stands 
My Comfort late obtain d, my Peace and Hope 
On fuch a floating Bafe ? are there no fafts 
That on a firm foundation may fupport 
This rifing building ? does it only ftand 
Tow'ring in air and refting on the clouds ? 
Let me proceed with caution, and examine 
The ground I fland upon. Not all the World 
Should bribe me to give up the holy Joys 
That warm my heart, if Reafon owns themjuft ; 
And God's unerring Word joins to approve them. 
But if they are no more than idle Dreams, 
Children of Fancy in the flattering drefs 
Of felf-deception ! let them go for ev^ ! 
Then let me reafon clofely : Fa£ls there arc 
And great and fure ones too, though far they lie 
Retir d from human fight I but in my Soul 
Diftinftly noted, and precifely known. 
Known to the hearty is its own bitternefs, 
Nor can a ftranger meddle with its joy : 
tate was my mind the drear abode of Sorrow, 
Like the lone Defert, horrid, waftc, and wild ; 
Haunted with Demons ; beat with ceafelefs ftorms, 
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And cover*d o'er ivith darknef^. Now how changed! 
The cold bleak hollow wind no longer roars ; 
A beamy Glory breaks through golden clouds ; 
The thirfty wafte receives refrelhing dreams. 
Pour d unexpeSed from a thoufand fprings. 
Which gently murmur down the ragged Rocks« 
And the clear Cryftal fhines along the Vales : 
A fudden verdure rifes : gay around 
Bloom the fre(h flowers ; and all the Defert (miles* 
Such IS my Soul ; and this amazing change 
Rofe from one Promife fix'd upon my heart ; 
One gracious Promife founding through my Soul 
As by a Voice from Heav n ; and made my own: 
But like a chain, the Gofpel-promifea, 
Together link'd, the hand that reaches one 
Draws all the reft. So on my view I find 
The flaining train in long fucceflion rife 
With ftill increafing Glory, fince the day 
When firft by Heav'n enabled I laid hold 
On that great Promife. AH my fears are fled 
In one bright moment ; and the dreadful Horror 
That rent my Heart, I rccoUeft with pleafure. 
Like one awaken'd from a frightful dream^ 
Loud thundering Sinai bellows now no more» 
But all is hufh and quiet. Peace and reft, 
Thofe long defired Strangers, now return ; 
While calm, ferene, and ftill, is all the region 
Where late the whirlwind drove, and tempeft played. 
Such is the reft thit the Believer finds : 
And fuch my Soul is thine. Return with joy 
Into the Peace which thy Redeemer gives ; 
For bountifully hath he dealt with thee. 

May 
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May each imagination be puird down ; 

And every lofty thing that dares to rife 
With exaltation bold againft the Throne 
Of thy Redeemer, and his Pow'r to fave. , 
May ev'ry thought in low fubjeftion bow 
Before his regal Sceptre, and be made 
His willing Captive ; for to him belongs 
Salvation, Pow'r, Dominion, Glory, Praife, 
And Adoration ; for he hath been flain ! 
And, oh my Soul ! Redccm'd thee by his Bloo^. 

EVAXD ER. MEX,EXrUS. 

MET^ENTUS. 

When the loft Pilot finds his veffel thrown, 
At midnight watch, on rocks and fhelvcs unknown ; 
Up to the ftars he lifts his anxious eyes, 
With long impatience views the darkfome Ikies ; 
'Till faintly dawning while he reftlcfs raves, 
The ruddy morning rifes o'er the waves : 
Impatient thus Evander ! and in pain. 
Long have I watch'd thy rifing, but in vain ; 
While deep deftruftivc forrow$ on thee roll, 
Like furging waves, and darken all thy Soul ; 
But now at laft my careful eye furveys 
Some dawn of Joy, and hope of better days. 

• 

EVANDER. 

Juft arc your thoughts, and flirewdly have you 
guefs'd ; 
For Grief» the long fad native of my breaft, 
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By the Redeemer s Pow'r is driv'n away. 
As fliadows fly before the rifing day : 
Driv n inftantaneous ! after tedious years. 
And Joy, that welcome Stranger now appears. 

METiENTUS. 

Tho' I rejoice in fo defir d a change. 
To me its fuddennefs is vaftly ftrange ; 
Except fome pow'rful caufe could be afEgn d 
Equal *to fuch efFefts. 

EVANDER. 

The troubled mind 
Material caufe can neither loofe nor bind : 
Yet if all Nature could thus much command. 
The Great Redeemer holds it in his hand. 

MET^ENTU S. 

Nature s high King the great firft moving Caufe 
So nicely calculated all her laws. 
And firmly fix'd them ; that no aid fhe needs. 
But every well adjufted plan fucceeds : 
To her he gave the pow'r of blifs or woe, 
And leaves to her his government below : 
The way (he takes is oft to us unknown. 
Yet is the operative power her own : 
In Nature s hand all our afliflance lies ; 
The man that will not own her is not wife. 
But if through fccond caufes as is juft, 
Your tender piety regards the firft. 
With ready heart I join your grateful voice, 
And in your late recover d peace rejoice. 

But 
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But fince your heavy griefs, and long difmay 
Have check'd our ftudies ; let us not delay, 
Now let our thoughts the pleafing tafk purfuc, 
Explore each caufc, and fearch Creation through. 
Together let our fpirits mount on high. 
And fing of Nature with unccafing joy. 

EVAJSTDER. 

Thefe hidden depths let thofe who may, explore, 
But fuch refearches pleafe my foul no more ; 
Though noble is the fong, and juft the praifc 
When all Creating ^ifdom fires our lays. 
Yet in my mind far other themes take place, 
And all my fong is now, Triumphant Grace. 

MET^EXTU S. 

With grief I learn by thefe fanatic ftrains, 
A touch of your diforder ftill remains : 
But time will wear it off. 

EVANDER. 

Oh never may, 
The fatal time arrive, that takes away 
The holy Joys that in my bofom move ; 
And weans my heart from my Redeemer s Love. 

MET^EKTUS. 

The happy Man to love of Virtue brought. 
By Nature prompted, and by Reafon taught ; 
Burns with no rapture, feels no fierce defire, 
Nor ever knew enthufiaftic fire : 

While 
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While Bigots blind, from Reafon s guidance broke» 
Like meteors flame, but foon diflblve in fmoke \ 
He, like a ftar that gilds th'£thcrial way, 
Steady and ftrong emits his native ray, 
While calmly he purfues the thing that's right, 
And takes in doing good his chief delight : 
This is the Man that gains immortal praife. 
He loves the bell that fteadily obeys. 

■ 

EVANDER. 

More happy now^ and ever will he prove. 
To whom the Lord reveals his pardoning love: 
Long had he groan d beneath the load of Guilt, 
And faw how weak his Hopes on Virtue built, 
Bewaird his numerous fins, with trembling awe» 
And hop d no more Salvation by the law; 
But loft in darknefs, ever)" ftep he trod, 
He caird in earneft on th'incamate God ! 
The God attends, and from the bending (ky 
Defcends in Love, and fills his foul with Joy ; 
Pardons his fins, the greater and the lefs ; 
And blazes forth the Lord his Righteoufnefs. 
Then flames the Soul with love : then he obeys 
With all his heart ; and balking in the rays 
Of his Redeemer, feels the growing flame ; 
And dwells among the Followers of the Lamb. 

MET^ENTUS. 

May the eternal, all-fupporting Mind, 
Defend that Reafon which himfelf aflign'd ; 
Give me his works with pleafure to explbrc, 
Preferve my Virtue ; and I aflc no more. 

What 
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What you defcribe I know not : nor defire 
To know fuch forrows, or to feel fuch fire. 
To reasoning clear fcrener joys belong ; 
And Nature teaches a fublimer fong. 

EVAXDER. 

Thus when malignant fevers fire the brain, 
The patient lies infenfible of pain : 
To prudent management he ftiffly bends» 
Nor thanks th'officious pity of his friends. 
But half enrag'd his helplefs ftate denies, 
Nor feels the dire difeafe by which he dies. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Evander having by Letter informed Mneas of his happy 
deliverance^ he rejoices with him in his Joy \ and gives fuch 
advice thereupon as is proper to be obferved by thofe that have 
experienced the Power^ and known the Glory of the Grace of 
God. 
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EVANDER, AE NEAS. 
EVAKDER. 

WHEN IfraeFs God from Shinar*s fcrvilc plains 
Brought his redcem'd, deliver'd from theirChains, 
As o'er Euphrates' rapid flream they pafs'd, 
And their rejoicing eyes around them call, 
So high their traAfport rifes at the view 
The heart high-beating fcarce believes it true: 
But foon their fongs amohgft the Heathen rife, 
And Great Jehovah's praifes (hake the £kies. 
So my glad heart juft riling from her fears. 
Her nobleft fong to the Redeemer rears: 
But when I.afk why thus he favours me ? 
My baffled Rcafon* cries, it ne'er can be. 

jEKEAS. 

Almighty Grace to Reafon will not bend, 
Not Nature's brighteft Pow'rs can comprehend 
The ways of God. He takes whoe'er he will, 
From Nature's wafte, and brings to Zion-hill. 
With Wrath he drives them, or with Love he draws, 
But gives not haughty Man to know the caufe : 
Yet fure not one amongft the ranfom'd Race 
Hath greater caufe to iing Redeeming Grace 
Than has my Friend. My warmeft thanks arc due 
For your Eplftle, where fo fully you 

0^2 Relate 
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Relate the whole— 

EVAXDER. 
May Heav n s incarnate King 
Enlarge my heart, and teach me how to iing; 
Exalt my grovUing thoughts, infpire my lays, 
Fire all my foul, and fill me with his praife ; 
For ne'er before beheld his gracious fmile, 
A wretch fo obftinate, or one fo vile,i 

JEXEAS. 

Such felf abafement more or lefs takes^ place. 
In every SubjeA of all-conquering Grace : 
For when the Winds of heav'nly Favour blow 
Man's pride is humbled, loftinefs laid low. 
And Chrift alone exalted. But my Friend ! 
He does not always kindly condefcend 
To give fuch joys as yours : or to remove 
Our terrors thus, or thus reveal his Love. 

EVAXD ER. 

The greater Reafon have I then to raife 
My nobleft fong; and pour my foul in praife. 
But never, never may my rapture fpeak, 
What may difcourage, or offend the Weak, 

JENEAS. . 

In this conclufion you are righdy taught. 
And follow the example that you ought. 
As fome fair ihepherd on th'enamefd plain 
With tender care regards his fleecy train, 
The pregnant mother gently leads along, 
And in his bofom nourifhes the young. 




Provides 
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Provides their pafturc, all their want attends, 
His conduft leads them, and his arm defends : 
So HeavVs great Shepherd all his people leads 
Through flow'ry fields and ever-verdant meads; 
Each in his kind regard may claim a fhare ; 
But ftill the weak are his peculiar care. 
His watchful eye explores where'er they roam ; 
The loft he finds, and brings the Wanderer home : 
The fick His goodnefs heals, the fallen rears, 
Tho' prone to unbelief, and full of fears. 

EVAkDER. 

Thy worth, Immanuel, far exceeds our praife ; 
Great are thy works, and wife are all thy ways ; 
With growing joy thy generous Love we fee ; 
And all thy mighty Father ftiines in thee. 

JEJiEAS. 

This peerlefs Pprfon, our exalted King, 
Gives a new fong, and teaches you to fing. 
But 'midft furrounding dangers ftill you ftand, 
Far from his throne, and diftant from his land 
Dwell in the tent^ that to his foes belong. 
And in the howling defert raife your fong : 
But when elate with joy our fpirits run : 
Perhaps too foon we think the vifl ry won. 
Thus vernal Suns in early ftrength array'd, 
Refulgent gleam along the leaflefs fliade, 
Reviving rays amongft the warblers caft, 
And make them fing before the winters paft. > -. 

EVAN. 
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EVANDEK. 

■ 

Though in my way embattled fquadrons lie. 
My King has conquer d, and through him fhall I : 
Strong in his ftrength I go that fills the throne, 
Mention his righteoulhefs, and his alone : 
*Tis thus the Man that knowS his Grace proceeds. 
And fure of Glory, dares immortal Deeds. 

MNEAS. 
When thefe eiFeds, thefe genuine fruits appear, 

# 

Both Heav'n and Earth confefs the work fincere : 
But vile the Wretch ! how flupid ! and how blind ! 
The jeft of Hell ! the fcom of all mankind ! 
.Whofc putrid Heart fuch grofs conception breeds, * 
As to fuppofe that Vice's baneful weeds 
Will grow from Faith's fair root: As eafy may 
Meridian darknefs flain the morning ray ; 
Or with black pitch the glafly fountain blend, 
As lively Faith to foul pollution tend: 
Her lucid dews with no fuch poifon feed ; 
But happier harvefts crown th'immortal Seed. 

EVAKDEK. 

From Day s great King the ftrcaming radiance flows 
As iEther pure, and white as virgin fnows ; 
And where he brightly fhines all groffer fires 
Shrink from his beam, and foon their rage retires : 
So are the Beams of Grace that heav nly flame ; 
Pure as the kindred fli^ies from whence they came ; 

f* ivhcn, upon the human heart, they turn, 
rc*s polluted fires no. longer bum. 
JENEAS 
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JENEAS. 

Yet not extinft the latent mifchicf lies ; 
But like the flame that thu9- overpower d dies ; 
Waits but thcabfence of the ftronger rays 

To rife afrcfli, and fpread its gathering blaze : 

Soon the Old Man alferts his ancient caufe, 

And {hakes the Chriftian, when his God withdraws. 

EVANDER. 

Not far remote the Deity removes ; 
But foon returning owns the foul he loves : 
The cloud withdraws, the clcanfing rays return, 
Flame out afrcfli, and with frefli glory bum. 

jENE^AS. 

As the tranfparent fpring itfelf refines, 
Works off all filth, and with frefti Chryftal fliincs : 
So in the Soul that the Redeemer knows 
A well of living water fpringing flows : 
Nature's oft-rifing filth it clears away ; 
And leads unerring to eternal Day. 

EVAJVDER. 

So in my foul may Grace Triumphant reign ; 
May the clear Fountain purge off every ftain ; 
May the fair Prize my rifmg Hbpes furvey 
Lead me with joy along the heav'nly way; 
The way of Holinefs ; that road to Blifs, 
Which, though a Fool, the Trav ler fliall not mifs. 

jEJ^BAS 
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JEJVEAS. 

The Man that's thiis enabled will not £ul. 
But over all the pow'rs of Hell prevail : 
Strong in Jehovah's Might he conquering goes. 
Dares ev'ry danger, bears down all his Foes, 
Viftorious treads the paths of Old Renown, 
And furely gains his high immortal crown, 
Tho' Hell may rage, and Earth upon him frown 
The Grace receiv'd, a fure foundation lays, 
And fpreads a glory over all his ways. 
So when thq bluft'ring north his forces forms, 
And rolls acrofs the Heav'ns a wafte of ftorms. 
If thro' fome broken cloud the Sun's bright beams 
Dart heav nly fire, and forth the Monarch ftreams. 
Whatever darknefs lies acrofs his way, 
Or florms obfcure the reihnant of the day. 
Far as the heav'nly arch appears in fight. 
Along the cloud there (bines a trail of light. 

EVAXDER. 

Oh thou bled Harbinger, thou Pow'r Divine, 
That haR enlighten d this dark Soul of mine. 
Support that gladnefs which thy beams infpire. 
And make my foul afcend on wings of fire. 
Give me thy di£lates fmoothly to impart. 
To pleafe the mind, and fteal into the heart ; 
From grov'ling themes the fond attention raife. 
And teach the wond'ring world Immanuel's Praife. 

jEKEAS 



^ 
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JENEAS. 

High in the Hcav ns the filial Godhead flaflds, 
And fmiling iffues forth his great commands ; 
Hear, all ray fervants ! by my Grace you live, 
Freely ye have receiv d, and freely give ; 
Pour out the copious flream to all that thirft. 
The laft that comes is welcome as the firft. 
Ye Sons of Grace obfcrve the great command, 
And fprcad the living waters o*er the land, 
Throw wide the ftreams that heal all human woe. 
The fluices clear, and bid the fountain flow: 
The crefcent Moon thus gilds the infant night, 
FuU-orb'd Qie grows, and drinks a tide of light ; 
Then round the Iky fhe throws the filver flore, 
Andfwiftto Day's full fountain runs for more. 

EVANDER. 

May the great God that once I durft defpifc 
Still in my view with brighter glories rife; 
Give me for him to bear reproach and {hame, 
And boldly to the world confcfs his name; 
Though Earth and Hell unite with ceafelefs roar, 
Still may I love, and ftill rejoice the more- 
Ne'er be aftiam'd to own my native lofs ; 
Nor flumble at the doflrine of the Ciofs. 

JE.NEAS. 

Natures gay offspring ne'er with fmiling face, 
Nor kind regard behold the Sons of Grace : 
In the proud heart eternal rancour reigns. 
Till chang'd by Grace, the enmity remains : 

R Heirs 



122 GRACE rRIUMPHANT. 

Hell's hateful Monarch ftrives thcfe fires to feed 

And ftain, with foul reproach, the heavnly feed: 

But let us not regard them with difmay, 

The God that leads us is more firong than they : 

Strong in his might, and trufting in his aid, 

We face the ftorm ; and fcorn to be afraid. 

Thus Albion's rocky fliorc unmov'd abides 

The fuU-mouth'd tcmpeft, and the babbling tides, 

Succeflive ages braves the ftormy main, 

And all the vaft Atlantic roars in vain. 

EVANDER. 

Ye fons of Zion glory in your King; 
No longer forrowing fit, but rife and fing : 
Liften, ye vernal Winds, while Zion fings. 
And bear her fong upon your fpicy wings; 
Ye fkies receive it rifmg from the ground, 
And carry round the Globe the joyfiil found; 
Return, O Echo, the refounding Tide, 
And roll the ftrain along the mountain fide ; 
Kindle, ye Mountains, at the heav'nly flame. 
Lift up your aged heads, and fhout Immanuel's Name. 
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